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with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 









If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
femme your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 


our generous no risk offer. 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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eI RAVEEN bDept. E-7 
{ 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 










Money back quarantee 






Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 








Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- | | enclose $1.20 [J Send C.O.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full ZI an 

purchase price will be immediately 4 ea 
refunded. By, 4 Address : a 
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AT LAST! 2 of the most famous hair and scalp conditioners scien- 
tifically combined in one amazing formula! More wonderful - 
than plain SULFUR . . . than plain LANOLIN formulas! Contains 
astonishing new, easier to absorb, faster-acting ‘‘Super-Sulfur’’! 
No ordinary hair dressing gives you such thrilling benefits! “i 
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HAIR AND SCALP TROUBLES! 


(Money back guaranteed if not completely satisfied) 
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You'll thrill beyond belief! Your hair looks invit- 
ingly softer, longer, thicker, smoother, healthier 
and more lustrous too, when you use Sulfur-8! 





HAVE YOU GOT the hair and scalp misery “‘blues”? Do you 
suffer ... suffer... suffer... from dry, brittle, coarse-and- 
frizzy looking hair ... from unsightly loose dandruff .. . 
from uncomfortable, embarrassing “dry scalp” itching? 
Then chances are your hair and scalp are begging for a 
real “conditioner”! No pomade, no grease, no mere hair 
dressing can possibly give you such swift, thrilling, scien- 
tific relief as Sulfur-8, a real hair and scalp conditioner. 
Think of it! Just by using as directed, Sulfur-8 starts to 
work instantly to relieve these annoying “big three” hair 
and scalp problems: “dry scalp” itching . . . dry, brittle 
hair with split, cracking ends; and ugly, loose dandruff, too! 
At the very same time, Sulfur-8 gives your hair that 
smoother, longer, healthier look! Makes it glow with lus- 
trous new beauty! And, you’!l find your hair is now so much 
easier to manage! 
So the sooner you go to your drugstore or cosmetic 
counter and get Sulfur-8 .. . the sooner you’re going to 
see these heart-warming miracles in your mirror! 





NOW ... MIRACLES OF SCIENCE AT 
YOUR FINGERTIPS! 


For hundreds of years, sulfur has been 
recognized for its valuable “conditioning” 
effect on the scalp and hair. But now 
Sulfur-8 brings you a new scientific mar- 
vel...“SUPER-SULFUR” ...a special 
kind of sulfur that’s easier to absorb and faster-acting than 
plain sulfur! 

Sulfur-8 out-shines plain lanolin formulas, too... because 
it’s also so rich in lanolin! Medical authorities say nothing 
resembles your natural hair oils more closely than lanolin. 
So you’ll be tickled pink with the way Sulfur-8 quickly sup- 
pone oils destroyed by the drying-out action of abusive, 

arsh treatment. And you’l! bless the day you started using 
Sulfur-8 when you see your hair shimmering and shining 
brilliantly . . . looking so smooth, glossy and thick! 

Yes, when you open your jar of grand and glorious 
Sulfur-8 ... the miracles of science are truly at your finger- 
tips! 











THERE’S ONLY ONE SULFUR-8 
with Super-Sulfur and Lanolin 


What a sensation you’ll create ... when you step out and 
show your friends your beautiful looking hair! You'll be 
showered by compliments! Attract admiring glances! But 
remember, if you want the wonderful three-way scientific 
conditioning of new SUPER-SULFUR, plus the wonders 
of a truly lanolin-rich formula . . . you must ask for 
Sulfur-8! You cannot expect such effective results from any 


mere hair dressing, oil, grease or cheap pomade . . . or from NAME 
ordinary lanolin formulas. ADDRESS 
CITY. STATE 


*Use Sulfur-8 as directed. MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
If not delighted, return empty jar for money back. 





@ “Dry Scalp” itching! 
@ Dry, brittle hair and split, cracking ends! 
© Ugly, loose dandruff! 
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What Men Find Most Exciting About Women 


Any man will tell you smooth, soft, glossy hair is the key 
to charm and personality. Lustrous, gleaming hair excites 
a man’s admiration! They love to caress and stroke silky- 
smooth hair! Are aroused by longer-looking, thicker-look- 
ing hair! So don’t be cheated out of fun and romance by 
dull, dead-looking dry hair . ... loose dandruff . .. or 
“dry scalp” itching. Remember, Sulfur-8 starts to work 
instantly to relieve all three, when used as directed. 


RAVE NOTICES 
“Am tickled pink with what “I am a registered beauty cultur- 
Sulfur-8 has done for my hair.” ist. Sulfur-8 certainly helped my 
Bloomingburg, Ohio hair. Most ask f 
“Hair improved so many ways. 
Looks soft and glossy.” 
Austin, Texas 










HAIR AND SCALP 
CONDITIONER 
Made by the makers of 


GLOSS-8 PRESSING OIL 
and SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO 
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if druggist doesn’t carry or is out of stock 


SULFUR-8, DEPT.T-537 1310 Bedford Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Please rush my big 2 oz. jar of Sulfur-8. I will pay postman 
only $1.10 (plus postage and tax.) If not satisfied, I may 
return jar for my money back. 






























5 GOOD REASONS 
10 WEAR TAMPAX 


IN HOT WEATHER 


RN: 
1. Tampax is invisible, once it’s in place. 
Because Tampax is the internal kind of 
monthly sanitary protection, it doesn’t 
even ‘‘show’’ under a bathing suit that’s 
wet or dry! 


2. Tampax is unfelt, once it’s in place. 
There's all the difference in the world 
between cool, comfortable Tampax and 
hot, ‘‘chafey,” irritating external pads. 
Try Tampax and see! 


3. Tampax prevents odor from forming— 
saves you from even the thought of em- 
barrassment. It can be worn in shower or 
cub, coo—an important thing to remem- 
ber when you're away visiting. 


4. Tampax is easy to dispose of —even 
when vacation resort plumbing is not 
quite up to par. You can change Tampax 
quickly, too, in a matter of seconds. 


5. Tampax is dainty and discreet. Made 
of compressed cotton in throwaway 
applicators. Month’s supply goes in 
purse. Tampax is easy to buy at drug and 
notion counters in 3 absorbencies: Regu- 
lar, Super, Junior. Tampax Incorpo- 
rated, Palmer, Mass. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 


NS SE ee eT ere eT Te 15 
When Mitchell fell in love with Clarice, little did he dream that his white skin 
would prove to be such a stumbling block to the happiness he sought. 


Oe ee 18 
Because she felt that the supply of eligible men in her home town was exhausted, 
Sue sought a husband in the big city but then wished she’d stayed home. 


i COIR (2. 5 oe alla tea vase. ioi3 ale sans eee diele aeRO ne eee ee 26 
That letter she found in Henry’s pocket was proof to Tessa that her husband 
was having an affair. When she traced it to its source, she got a shock. 


OPCS TT TCC OTT LTR TEER ee Ce eee 28 
Shocked to find that her kid brother was a dope addict, Queenie decided that 
the only way to save him and herself from the racket was to use sex appeal. 


Honky-Tonk Love sic ceniasce Galas seetbeintearaitidealaes elie mls 30 
When she signed that contract with Marty to be her agent, Margie looked at it 
as a purely business deal. Then she found out that Cupid was a co-signer. 


EE, v6 s +:04000 00 shneneseoeenageeerse sseeeapeenleetass 34 
Crazed by the thought that Mary was unfaithful, Walter thought first of getting 
a divorce and then he decided to take the matter into his own hands. 
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Showld Al-Giui Schools Be Abolsslied? . oo. i0cc cv ccddcisindewaesccss 10 


Because her parents wanted to shield her from temptation, Connie was being 
sent to an all-girl school but what she heard about them made her rebel. 


The Tragic Love Life Of Ethel Waters................ By Robert Lucas 22 


In her climb from the slums to the pinnacle of success as an actress and singer, 
Ethel Waters met many men but none who could bring marital happiness. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 





By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: I believe 
you can help me by giving me some 
sound advice. I was married when I was 
only 15 and have now been married for 
12 years. I must admit that I really did 
not know what love meant when I mar- 
ried. I just wanted to get away from 
home. 

About four years ago, I dated another 
man and | have not been true to my 
husband since that time. The man I love 
now is married and has one child. He 
seems to love me as much as | love him. 
We are 400 miles apart, but when he 
dreams about me he calls me long dis- 
tance and something about his calls 
makes me love him all the more. 

I have tried very hard to let him alone 
but something inside me keeps pulling 
me to him. Do you suppose that he is 
really the one for me and that eventually 
we shall get together? 

Anonymous 


Dear Anonymous: After four years of 
a sordid, backstreet love affair, you 
should now realize that your behavior 
warrants no approval from polite society. 
Since you seem to be sincere in your re- 
quest for help, I can only advise you to 
break completely with this “back door” 
lover and devote all of your time and 
energies to making your marriage a 
success. 

It won’t be easy, for many bad habits 
can be formed in four years of back- 
sliding. But if you honestly want to re- 
deem your self-respect, you can do it. 
After all, there must be something out 
of 12 years of marriage that you should 
want to retain. (Continued on Page 76) 











Don’t Be 
HALF-SAFE 


Beneath your arms are 


DANGEROUS CURVES 
Safe only when dry! 








New Cream Deodorant Proved 


Read these facts that doctors know! 


Learn how this new Cream Deodorant, 


Used daily, does MORE for you 


If you want to be sure that your person and your 
clothes are safe from underarm perspiration stains 
and odor, read these facts that doctors know. To 
be effective, your deodorant must keep underarms 
dry and odorless and save your clothes from 
stains, Tests prove that Arrid Cream Deodorant, 
used daily, protects you these 5 ways: 

1. Prevents the appearance of underarm 
perspiration, keeps underarms dry by super-effec- 
tive anti-perspirant action. 

2. Removes odor from perspiration instantly, 
surely on contact. Keeps underarms sweet. Has 
antiseptic action, prevents odor-forming bacteria. 
3. Gives 53% more security! 114 times as 
effective as any other leading deodorant tested; 
24 times as effective as chlorophyll. 

4. Safe for clothes. Does not rot dresses or 
men’s shirts. 

5. A pure, white, stainless vanishing cream. 
Preferred by 117,000 nurses. Arrid contains 
Creamogen, won't dry out in jar. 

No wonder men and women by the millions 
are turning to new creamy Arrid. Use it daily — 
proved more effective. Don’t be half-safe! Never 
worry again about perspiration stains or under- 
arm odor. Use Arrid to be sure. Only 43¢ for the 
big 2 month jar. 


Miore men and women 


a7 
use ARRID than any other deodorant! 


So smooth, so creamy, so easy to apply 


53% MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
UNDERARMS DRYnd ODORLESS 
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Protects twice 
as long! Vi 
Hampton, model, ~ 
Jamaica, mB. ©. 
says. “In my job 
I often wear ex- 
pensive clothes. 
I've got to be sure & ; 
my underarm Sede not only 
protects me from embarrassing odor, 
but keeps my underarms dry, too. 
From experience, I've found that 
Arrid protects me best! It keeps me 
attractive!” 


Don’t let stains 
from underarm 
perspiration ruin 

S yourclothes! Keep 

® ¢ underarms dry by 


using new creamy 
: Arrid every day! 
p}) 
} 








Safe for finest 
fabrics. 


ARRID 


Approved 
American Institute of 
Laundering 

























GLAMOROUS MODEL says: C/04@_ 
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Clase, 


**A camera tells more than a mirror 
about make-up. That’s why a model 
has to be sure of her looks. I owe 
that perfect Camera Close-Up Look to 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
I use this wonderful cream as my 
make-up base, always!” 


Catilicaye Olle, 


Remove make-up with 
Black and White Cleansing 
Cream. Soften skin with 
Black and White Cold 
Cream. 35¢ each. 


, Beautify your complexion with 
Black and White Vanishing Cream. 
It’s greaseless (can’t cause blackheads) 
—actually checks skin oiliness. 
Make-up looks fresher—skin feels 
softer. Try it—have that perfect 
Camera Close-Up Look—today! 
— For face powder that clings like 


mist—lipstick that stays 
P on and on—look for the 
















name Black and White. 
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Letters To 


RACE MIXING 


Can any readers of TAN tell just what the 
Negro wants out of life? We seem to be dis- 
satisfied with how we are made. Race mix- 
ing won't solve the Negro problem. Geese 
were made for geese; ducks for ducks. You 
have never seen blackbirds with pigeons. They 
are birds of feather, but they never flock to- 
gether. To each its own. 

It’s not the color of your skin that needs 
changing; if anything needs straightening, it 
is not your hair, it’s your mind. We are suf- 
fering from an inferiority complex. Solve this, 
and we are tops. 

Delores Rivera 
Bridgeport, Conn. 


TAN IN KOREA 


I have been reading TAN for quite a while 
and think it is tops. I am now in Korea and 
mother sends it to me every month. It goes 
around in our tent; everybody reads it. The 
white guys are real crazy about it. All of 
them read “Mixed Marriage” and thought it 
was swell. 

All of the white guys who read it, said: 
“If the white and colored have to fight to- 
gether, why shouldn’t they marry and live 
happily ever after?” That was their opinion, 
and [ think it is good. 

By the way, I am from Manhattan, New 
York, and if you guys keep up the good work 
with TAN, we will do our best to win the war 


out here. 
Cpl. Artie Williams 
c/o PM San Francisco 


‘UNWED FATHER’ 


I have just finished reading the April issue 
of TAN. I think it is one 7 the best that I 
have read. “Unwed Father” was one of the 
stories that I really enjoyed because it was 
based on my life, in that I made the same 
mistake. 
Hope that you will continue to put out 
more issues about teen-agers. 
Patsy E. Koontz 
Lexington, N. C. 


SARAH VAUGHAN 


I am a constant reader of TAN and have 
been reading it for over two years. I would 
like to congratulate Sarah Vaughan on her 
story, “Dark Girls Can Make It Too.” There 
are many light-skinned girls who wish they 
had the great voice of Sarah. My girl friend 
and I would like to know what beautician 
gave Sarah her beauty treatment and hair 


training. CN 
Mrs. A. C. N. 
Greenwich, Conn. 


Congratulations on your wonderful, enlight- 
ening magazine and a lusty three cheers, too, 
for Sarah Vaughan. If only a quarter of the 
Negro women had the fortitude of that noble 
character, probably we could get somewhere. 

Sarah met one of the few far-thinking Ne- 
groes when she met her husband. How many 
Negro men would have invested their life’s 
saving in such a venture? There are so many, 
you can count them on one hand and still 
have four fingers left. 

As far as being called black, it is an honor 
to be black. I, for one, am proud to be. 
With more race-conscious women like Sarah, 
probably the younger generation will have a 
little race pride, which they are lacking. 


More power to her. 
Bill Codrington 





Bridgeport, Conn. 
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The Editor 


JOHNNY HARTMAN 
I am a monthly reader of TAN and enjoy 
the various articles. However, in your April 
issue, “How He Proposed,” by Mrs. Johnny 


Hartman, was exaggerated and untrue in parts. 


It caused a great deal of criticism among his 
Chicago friends and ex-classmates, because at 
the time he supposedly proposed, he was stiil 
married to his first wife. 

The shocking and untrue part of the article 
was at the end when Mrs. Hartman wrote: 
“All four parents are living and are happy 
about our marriage.” Johnny Hartman’s 
mother died almost seven years ago, while he 
was still married to his first wife. 

The present Mrs. Hartman should know 
more about such vital things in her husband’s 
past life in Chicago before writing such 
things for so many people to read. 

A. TE. 3. 
Chicago, Ill. 


‘HIGH SCHOOL SCANDAL’ 


May I congratulate you on the April issue 
of TAN? I enjoy all of the stories. The one 
titled “High School Scandal” I enjoyed most 
of all. Every high school girl should read it. 

I have been a reader of TAN for one year. 
I think it is one of the most interesting and 
educational magazines that has ever been pub- 
lished. 

Flender Smith 
Clarkton, N. C. 


‘I PAY FOR LOVE’ 


I am very much interested in the story, “I 
Pay For Love,” in the April TAN. If this 
story is not fictitious, I would appreciate it 
very much if you will send this lady my let- 
ter or send me her address. You see, I am 
in the same boat and I would like very much 
to correspond with her. 

I read TAN every month and recommend it 
to people in my neighborhood. 

Al Harris 
Hamilton, Bermuda 


EASY TO READ 

Since I was in the first grade, I’ve never 
cared for reading. I never even went to a 
library; but a friend of mine advised me to 
read TAN. I’ve just finished reading the Feb- 
ruary issue. The stories are all so easy to read 
and understand. I’m a TAN reader from now 
on. 

Just think, I had to become a senior in high 
school in order to care for reading. I’m glad 
it was TAN that made me realize all of the 
other TAN magazines I’ve missed. All I can 
say is thanks for such a fine magazine. 

Joanie Alexander 


Elizabeth, N. J. 


CHILD CARE 


I am a reader of TAN and I wish to com- 
pliment your remarkable magazine. Since | 
first ran across it at the newsstand, I can 
hardly wait each month to purchase the latest 
issue. 

I personally compliment Dr. Edward W. 
Beasley on the child care articles he writes 
each month. I have two little girls aged 214 
years and three months old, and I need all the 
information I can get to help them to be 
healthy, happy children. So keep up the good 
work and you can count on me to be one of 
your regular readers. 

Betty Jo Smith 
Seattle, Wash. 





























New Mum with M-3 destroys bac- 
teria that cause perspiration odor. 





























Mum contains M-3, a scientific dis- 
covery that actually destroys odor 
bacteria . . . doesn’t give underarm 
eder a chance to -start. 








Amazingly effective protection from under- 
arm perspiration odor — just use new Mum 
daily. So sure, so safe for normal skin. Safe for 
clothes. Gentle Mum is certified by the Amer- 
ican Institute of Laundering. Won't rot or dis- 
color even your finest fabrics. 

No waste, no drying out. The only leading 
deodorant that contains no water to dry out or 
decrease its efficiency. Delicately fragrant new 
Mum is usable, wonderful right to the bottom of 
the jar. Get a jar today and stay nice to be near! 


A Product of Bristol-Myers 
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Personality BE-BOP Glasses 


ALL IN CLEAR WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 










All with Leatherette aa 
and tens cleaner. 


No. 522 $695 


GOLDEN BOP-TOP 

Genuine optical zyl with 
gold plated trim. Demi- 
Amber Brown of Black 


frames. 
$995 


No. 222 
Same os above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 











No. 317 

DAISY MAE $395 
Mother-of-Pearl daisy with 
fake diamond insets. Shell 
or Black frames. 












No. 516A : 
SPARKLE DEBBY $495 

Fake diamonds on top rim. @ 
Amber or brown frames. j 


| We. 520A 

| LACE BEAUTY $295 
> Colorful lightweight Brown 
= Shell frame. 





YOUNG Oe execurives 32> i 
Smart Hollywood style. 
Brown Shell or Black frames. 










i Ne. 311 i 
- LACE BE-BOP "$495 
Pink, Blue or Clear Crystal | 
eptical frames with inlaid § 

5 black lace genuine zyl. 









No. 517A Bes: 
DATE BAIT $395 i 

14K Gold plated bow-knots @ 
and rims. Black, Brown, Blue 
me or Pink Pearl frames. 


& a 
No. 106 
BOP-TOP $3 35 
New style Brown Shell, 


Black, Biue,or Pink Pearl 
frames. 


















No. 266 

No. 201 $495 Ray 267 (ladies) 
MEN’S DELUXE one 5 oies $ 495 
} Genuine Optical Zyl. Tor- 


F | Genuine optical two - tone 
toise Shell. Black or Brown Zyl. Dark Tortoise Shell 
frames. fi ' 





No. 540 
ORIENTAL $415 
- Genuine optical Zyl. Light # 
or dark tortoise shell. Black, 
blue or pink crystal frames. am 


























519 
MEN'S ‘OLDEN $695 
Genvine rzyl, gold plated 
trim. Brown or Block frames. 






Neo. 5 
GLITTER soP-ToP $395 
Black, brown, blue or pink 
peor! frames. Gold plated 


No. 314 

MISS BROADWAY $495 
Rimless gold plated frame. 
Eor pieces in Black, Brown, 













$g95 Pink or Bive Peorl. Lens decorations front and sides. 
Ne. 219 colors — Clear, Green, Blue 
Some as above in deluxe or Rose Tint. 





nan ogo atom NTT IV Nel dialer Vanoton 


203H Market St. Nework 2, N J. “89 





HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
203H Morket St., Nework 2, N. J. 


Please send €C.0.D. Style No..........ccccccscccceeereeees 






BE SAFE! BUY FROM | 


AN 
OPTICAL COMPANY 
; 10 DAY 





b Feadcdathapliotienosii ee 


SEND NO MONEY — 10 DAY TRAIL — Pay 
Bostman olus postoge or send money and wi 
poy all postage. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 

































































ON 
THE 
RECORDS. 


By James Goodrich 
| hammabyenes JACQUET, in pressing his 


most recent recordings for Mercury, 
discarded his familiar style of honking, 
screaming and blasting on his tenor sax 
for a relaxed groove and the results are 
the best things he has waxed in a brace 
of years. Flanked by all-star sidemen on 
the releases, the little maestro turned out 
about a half dozen real catchy tunes. 
Among them are Port of Rico, Lean 
Baby and The Cool Rage, each of which 
has been peddling strongly in record 
marts. ; 

Jacquet’s latest efforts on recordings 
are generally paced in the same groovy 
vein that made his Robbins’ Nest (on 
Apollo label and dedicated to New York 
disc jockey Fred Robbins) such a smash 
hit back during the late 1940’s. On the 
new sides, Illinois was never better as an 
instrumental soloist. His phrasing and 
execution are flawless, his patterns musi- 
cally pure. He utilizes no show-off gim- 
micks. 

For Illinois, blowing straight without 
honks, freak notes or other wild antics 
is nothing new. He has always been ca- 
pable of making good music with his 
horn, though he is best known as the 
originator and top exponent of the ex- 
hibitionistic school. In the honest judg- 
ment of many hep musicians, Illinois 
rates as one of the most technically 
skilled men on his instrument around 
today. 

Jacquet, who first started playing fran- 
tic sax stuff as a sideman in the Lionel 
Hampton band, swears that he never 
really went for the brand of music. 
“But,” he ex- (Continued on Page 79) 
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BY MRS. KENNY WASHINGTON 


THe FIRST TIME I met Kenny Wash- 

ington he didn’t move me at all. In 
fact, he made me hate him—almost! 
That was about 15 years ago when I was 
a very young coed at Los Angeles City 
College and he was a first-string football 
star at UCLA. Kenny appeared then to 
be arrogant and hard to get along with. 
I guessed that he had got that way be- 
cause he was proud of his appearance. 
Which was not bad, I admit. 

He looked like a Brown Hercules, 
standing tall with a muscular physique 
and a fairly handsome face. Yet, even 
his striking good looks were not impres- 
sive enough to excuse his ugly attitude 
in my eyesight. He was, as I figured 
right off, the type of man I wouldn’t 
want to be around. Not for long anyway. 

Perhaps I would have thought more 
highly of Kenny at the time had I known 
about his prowess on the gridiron. But, 
as it was, I’d never even heard of him. 
I likely was the only young person 
around Los Angeles back then who 
wasn’t aware of Kenny’s immense foot- 
ball fame. He was a local hero. Playing 
fullback at UCLA, he had established 
himself a wide reputation for cracking 
enemy lines practically every time he 
carried the ball. 

Why I didn’t know about the grid 
feats of Kenny in those days is simple to 
explain. During that time, I was not par- 


ticularly interested in football and didn’t 
read the sports pages. 

I was introduced to Kenny by chance 
one day on the campus at Los Angeles 
City College. He was sitting on a bench 
with a girl friend and fellow coed of 
mine when I happened to walk by them. 
She hailed me, made the introduction. 
Kenny said “hello,” sounding a bit bored 
and not bothering to rise from his seat 
as he did. I quickly noted the discour- 
tesy on his part and reminded him of it. 

“Sorry,” he answered in an apathetic 
sort of way, “but I’m no gentleman.” 
His words upset me, made me furious. 
I started to tell him off in no uncertain 
terms but then decided not to, figuring 
it probably would have had no worth- 
while effect. Here is a man, I said to 
myself, who just doesn’t know how to 
act. So I proceeded to ignore him for 
the rest of the time I was in his presence. 
He departed after a while, leaving me 
with my girl friend. When he had gone, 
I felt sure that I never wanted to see him 
again. I was to find out later that I was 
wrong—dead wrong. 

One evening the following week, I got 
a phone call at my home in Los Angeles. 
The call was from Kenny, to my great 
surprise. He wanted to apologize for his 
rudeness at our first meeting, he said, 


(Continued on Page 73) 
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Because her parents wanted to shield her from temptation, 


Connie was being sent to an all-girl school, but the things 


she heard about them made her rebel. 


HE BAD THING about all-girl 

schools is—they have no boys. The 
good thing about all-girl schools is— 
they have no boys. Both the pro and 
the con arguments about all-girl schools 
hinge around boys, those all-important 
creatures in the life of a teen-age girl. 
Your attitude depends on whether you 
believe both sexes should live, play and 
study together while growing from ado- 
lescence into adulthood or whether you 
think the little devils should be kept 
strictly apart. 

I knew all the arguments by heart: 
they’d been threshed out six years earlier 
when I was the subject of the big con- 
troversy. This time it was Connie, my 
kid sister, who was about to go away to 
school and, just as in my case, the family 
was deadlocked over the question of 
where she was to go. 

I had to admit, though, that Connie 
was holding her own a lot better than I 
did. She stood in the middle of the liv- 
ing room, eyes blazing and hands on 
hips, defying Mom and Dad and all the 
others of the Miller clan gathered at our 
house. 

“You're all trying to force me to see 
things your way, but you can’t do it,” 
she flared, “not in a million years!” 

My mother clucked disapprovingly. 
“Don’t shout, Consuella,” she scolded 
mildly. “It’s not lady-like to raise your 
voice. That’s the very reason I want you 
to go to an all-girl school. Maybe they 
can do a better job of teaching you man- 
ners than I’ve done.” 

“With everybody putting in his two- 
cent’s worth, I have to yell so I can be 
heard,” Connie shot back. 

“That'll do, young lady!” Dad said 
sternly. “You'll do as you're told, 
whether you see it or not.” 

Cousin Nan, the “old maid” of the 
family, went over and put a protective 
arm around Connie’s shoulders. “Give 
the girl a break,” she said. “She ought 
to have something to say about where 
she’s going to spend the next four years.” 

My Uncle Fred got up, and ignoring 
Mom’s frown, poured himself another 
drink. “It’s six of one and half a dozen 
of the other,” he proclaimed pompously. 
“At a coeducational school she might 
get into one kind of trouble, and at an 


all-girl school it would be trouble of 
another kind.” 

“What do you mean, Fred?” Mom 
asked, ready to take her brother’s word 
as gospel. 

“Well, there’s a play on Broadway 
called The Children’s Hour—saw it last 
trip I made to New York,” he explained. 
“Tt’s all about a girls’ school and the two 
women who run it. The things that went 
on behind closed doors—well, it was 
enough to make your hair stand on end!” 

He winked at Dad and gave a leering 
smile. I’d read the Lillian Hellman 
drama and was aware of the delicate 
theme it dealt with, and I felt that Uncle 
Fred was wrong in dragging the lesbian 
problem into the discussion. Yet, I said 
nothing; I just sat there watching the 
tears collect in Connie’s big brown eyes 
and spill down her cheeks. She turned 
to me. 

“You went to an all-girls school, Max- 
ine,” she said in a pleading voice. “What 
do you say?” 

“It’s not fair to ask Maxine,” my 
mother injected quietly. “She went only 
one year and she never did adjust to 
routine there.” 

Mom was right, but I’d seen enough 
and been through enough to form a very 
definite opinion. Only I’d never before 
tried to put it into words. Now, when 
so much depended on _ it—Connie’s 
future happiness, perhaps—I couldn’t 
think of a thing to say. 

Connie’s eyes begged me to agree with 
her. Then, after waiting in vain for me 
to come to her aid, she turned and ran 
out of the room. Mom and Dad took 
that as a sign of defeat and settled back 
to talk over the details of the necessary 
preparations for sending Connie to 
Dorset School for Girls. 

Even though I realized it was too late 
to influence their decision, I sat there 
trying to analyze my feelings on the sub- 
ject of all-girl schools versus coed insti- 
tutions. It called for a lot of concentra- 
tion because so much emotion was all 
mixed up with the facts. 

I had cried for a solid week after my 
parents told me they were taking me 
out of City College and sending me to 
Dorset. I really (Continued on Page 77) 
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TALK 


By Jane 
— TEEN-AGE girls were waiting 


for the light to turn green at an inter- 
section in a large midwestern city. They 
were as cute as a bug’s ear. They were 
neatly dressed and well stacked. They 
stood there a second, then one began to 
hum. The other began to shuffle her feet, 
then went into a little jig. That wasn’t 
cute. 

Three teen-age boys, coming down the 
sidewalk, passed a record shop. Tunes 
from a popular record, piped through a 
loud speaker, blared out into the after- 
noon breeze. The boys threw back their 
heads, unlimbered their long bodies and 
went into their number. 

White people riding past the girls and 
the boys in buses and private cars, 
grinned at the “happy Negroes” with 
“dancing feet.” Negroes riding by, 
looked the other way or hung their heads 
in shame. 

When Louis Armstrong and the late 
great Bill Robinson were kids down 
South back in the old days, they sang’ on 
corners and danced in the street for the 
pennies people threw their way. They 
had to. Most of the time they were 
hungry and broke. Some Negroes, they 
say, have been made to dance at the 
point of a gun or the threat of a whip. 
But today there is no need for you guys 
and gals to dance for your supper. You 
are not starving. No one is holding a 
gun at your head or a whip at your feet. 

~ Quit clowning! This is 1953. Quit act- 

ing like you-know-what. If’ you want to 
dance, try to control your footsies until 
you get them on a dance floor, and keep 
those hips and shoulders still until they 
can do their shaking under circum- 
stances more private. 

There is nothing wrong with dancing 
or with being happy, for that matter. 
There is nothing wrong about being a 
Negro and dancing and being a Negro 
and being happy. The point we want to 
»make here is that there is a proper place 





Walters 


and a proper time for everything. The 
rhythm these three boys had was good, 
but their timing was all wrong. The atti- 
tude of the two girls was commendable, 
but they were displaying it in the wrong 
place. 

We are trying to beat it into your 
hard, young heads that dancing and 
clowning Negroes are stereotypes that 
we, as a race, deeply resent. But as long 
as our youthful friends insist upon get- 
ting on street corners and in public 
places to act the fool, we haven’t much 
to back up our pious claims. 

White people who see your “innocent 
abandon” will keep right on thinking 
that all Negroes are happy-go-lucky 
“children” without a care in the world. 
They will believe that all Negroes are 
lazy, shiftless and irresponsible. They 
will think that all of us were put here on 
earth for the sole purpose of amusing 
the white folks. And so long as you babes 
and cats keep clowning, there is no other 
conclusion that they can draw. 

Since Joe Louis made the whole race 
boxing conscious, most young boys have 
made him their idol. They would rather 
be Joe Louis than President. And there 
is nothing wrong with that either. But 
as dancing is an exercise that belongs in 
a hall, boxing is an exercise or form of 
recreation that belongs in a gymnasium 
or on a playground where sports are 
encouraged. 

Shadow boxing on street corners or in 
front of the grocery stores looks a little 
silly, even for small fry. When teensters 
make with the empty hands, white people 
grin. Negroes hang their heads in shame. 
So far, no talent scout has gotten out of 
his car or off his bus to offer contracts 
to free lance clowns and amateur enter- 
tainers. Not even those who grin, ad- 
mire or respect them. 

Jack Benny’s Rochester has a peculiar 
gravel voice and a distinctive laugh for 
which radio and television pay him 
handsomely. (Continued on Page 82) 
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A LIVELY, two-way star formation in 

the July heavens portends an active 
month with few dull moments. The ele- 
ments of change and variety are due to 
become quite evident. This means that 
plans, arrangements or contemplations 
may not be so easy to execute. 

The outlook for each person will de- 
pend to a considerable extent upon the 
general pattern of the individual’s life 
and affairs at the time. If all goes 
smoothly, orderly and normally, the 
month can be one of much progress and 
can lead the individual to participation 
in the type of activities which more near- 
ly approach their aims and desires. 

Venus and Jupiter, the two most be- 
neficent planets in the heavens—which 
sponsor “good luck” and “fortune”— 
will be united. This condition is most 
favorable for the betterment of the per- 
sonal welfare, health and happiness of 
those who are sufficiently alert to be re- 
sponsive. 

On the other hand, however, there are 
some planetary considerations which 
spell upsets, growing out of tense, dis- 
turbed relationships or problems. This 
phase applies particularly to those who 
have been thoughtless or careless in their 
past conduct. 

The Bible states: “As ye sow, so shall 
ye reap.” The philosophers convey the 
same meaning when they refer to “cause 
and effect.” Those who have sowed un- 
wisely by linking their lives to tangled 
or involved situations are not likely to 
be pleased with the harvest that they will 
reap. 

This applies to heart interests—ro- 
mance.and marriage, money and prop- 
erty, and business or social relationships, 
including un- (Continued on Page 63) 




















She buried her head against my chest and moaned: 
“Will it work, darling? Will it work?” 
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When Mitchell fell in love with Clarice, little did he dream that his white skin 
would prove to be such a stumbling block to the happiness he sought. 


O MATTER HOW “liberal” his background, color skin. Even when his head tells him differently, 
sooner or later a white man comes to accept he will always carry around in his heart some of 
the majority opinion of his people that he is in the superiority he gets from his people every day. 
some ways better than a person with a different I’m not saying that it is impossible for him to 














Clarice’s family raised the roof 


when she said she was going to 


marry. a white man. 


»vercome this attitude and accept others 
on the basis of who they are rather than 
what they are. But I do think that until 
this happens, he has a twisted approach 
to everything—including love. At least, 
that’s the way it was with me. 


It always gripes me when I hear some 
white person smugly announce that 
“some of my best friends are Negroes.” 
Even before I met Clarice, I knew that 
this was a dead giveaway, exposing an 
ignorance that was pitiful. But it so 
happened that in my case, my best 
friends were Negroes. 

As one of the staff on the local board 
of human relations, it was my job to 
plan and work on projects that would 
promote racial harmony. There were 


“Pe don’t like it,” 


not only Negroes on the staff, but a 
Chinese and a Puerto Rican. In the 
course of our work, I got to know them 
all intimately. 

I recall one time during lunch with 
Herb Norris, the brilliant young Negro 
journalist who handled public relations 
for the board, and Miss Kim Chiu, the 
pretty Chinese who was our statistician, 
Herb made a remark that set me think. 
ing. It was summer and I’d been spend. 
ing my weekends on the beach. I was 
quite proud of the tan I’d acquired. 

Herb made a remark about it, then 
nudged Kim and added, “A few more 
days under the sun and Mitch will be 
able to pass—for one of us!” 

I joined in their laughter, but the 
jesting remark set me thinking along 
serious lines. After the two of them left, 
I sat there smoking and thinking. I had 


shouted Sid, “and 


white man will be the'day you getwut 





been in this work ever since I left col- 
lege with a degree in social sciences. I 
was able to live comfortably on the sal- 
ary I made, and I enjoyed my work. 
Mentally, I ran down the list of my 
friends. With a start, I realized that 
most of them were colored people, guys 
like Herb, to whom I felt closer than 
fellows I’d known all my life; women 
like Kim, whom I thought was more 
beautiful than any one of the blue-eyed 
blondes in magazine ads. 
The more I thought about it, the more 
[| realized that I was more like Herb 
than a white man. I took offense at 
crude jokes based on race. I resented in- 
sults and injustices to colored people al- 
most as quickly as Herb did. And now, 
Herb himself had said that I could pass 
for a Negro. What was more natural 
than when I found the one girl in the 


world for me, she should be a Negro? 

It began when Herb and I attended 
a meeting of the planning committee for 
the annual benefit dance given by the 
National Federation in our city. The 
dance was a big affair held each year in 
the ballroom of a downtown hotel and 
was patronized by the cream of society 
—both Negro and white. 

The meeting was under way when we 
arrived. There were half a dozen men 
and women, some of whom I knew. As 
Herb and I settled into our seats, I 
heard a woman’s voice say: “I think it 
would be a grand idea for all of the 
women on the committee to wear cor- 
sages again this year. Orchids would 
be nice. I'll handle that detail if the 
idea meets with your approval.” 

Orchids for all of the women on the 
committee! Twenty-five corsages at, say, 


five bucks each—more than twice as 
much as I made in a week! I jerked 
my head around to get a look at the 
woman who could take on that kind of 
a florist bill without even drawing a 
deep breath. When I saw her, I almost 
fell out of my chair. 

She was anything but the buxom, 
double-chinned matron I expected to 
see. She was slim and shapely and had 
only one chin, and that was dimpled 
and heart-shaped. She was young, and 
so beautiful it took my breath away. 
Her hair was fluffy and as black as a 
crow’s wing. Her skin had the rich 
warmth of sun-browned oak leaves. 

“Who is she?” I whispered to Herb. 

He winked and said, “Later.” 

The committee chairman, a local Ne- 
gro businessman, smiled and _ said: 
“That’s very (Continued on Page 60) 











Because she felt that the supply of eligible men in her small 

home town had been exhausted, Sue decided to seek a hus- 

band in the big city, but after what happened, she wished 
she had stayed home. 


A LWAYS A bridesmaid, but never a 
-* bride! That silly little jingle kept 
running through my head all the time | 
sat watching Betty Ragen being fitted 
for her bridal gown. It was a crisp 
March afternoon. Miss Mary, the town 
seamstress, bustled importantly about, 
arranging delicate folds of creamy lace 
onto Betty’s slim form. And all the 
time I kept up my end of the gay run- 
ning chatter, the little jingle kept going 
around in my head. I kept feeling that 
ickening, envious thudding-of my heart. 

It wasn’t that I didn’t want Betty to 
be happy. I loved her. She was my best 
friend, but I couldn’t help it that I kept 
wishing that a little of her happiness 
would rub off on me. Ever since Betty’s 
bombshell announcement that she was 
narrying nice, lanky Bill Dennis and 
noving into one of those new, white 
bungalows over on the terrace, I’d been 
feeling this way . . . so mixed up and 
envious and moody. 

Why couldn’t it happen to me, I won- 
lered for the hundredth time. What was 
vrong with me, Sue Drake, aged twenty- 
ix, who’d never had an honest-to-good- 
ness marriage proposal in all her life? 
Was I to become one of those dried-up, 
old-maid school teachers, destined to go 
on teaching fourth grade at Carson Pri- 
mary for the rest of my life? 

Oh, it wasn’t my looks, I thought with- 
yut conceit as I picked up a magazine 
ind idly flicked its pages, waiting for 
Betty to return from her room, where 
he’d raced to fetch more pins for Miss 
Mary. I wasn’t beautiful, but I wasn’t 
homely either. I had a decent figure, 
nice enough brown eyes and hair to 
match. My features were all in the ap- 
proved proportions. Why, lots of girls 
in town, with far less equipment, had 
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been kissed, engaged, married, and were 
having babies. 

Now, I realized miserably that I was 
just about the last single girl out of our 
whole crowd still waiting to be engaged 
or married. Wild, desperate longing 
surged through me. I wanted to get mar- 
ried too. I wanted the joy of having 
babies, of cooking, of keeping house for 
some man. But there wasn’t even a flut- 
ter of hope left in me any more. How 
could there be, when there was hardly 
an eligible male left in all Carville? 

I stared disinterestedly at a small 
boxed ad tucked away in the corner of 
a page. “Lonely Hearts! Get acquainted 
with other Lonely Hearts,” it said. “Con- 
tact Box 203.” There was the name of 
a city and a state after that. That’s me, 
I thought suddenly, bitterly . . . a lonely 
heart! And who’s fault was it? Mine? 
Aunt Agatha’s? 

Maybe it hadn’t been so good for me, 
being raised by a spinster aunt. Espe- 
cially one with such definite, puritanical 
notions on the best way to raise or- 
phaned nieces. As I went on staring 
dully at the ad, Aunt Agatha’s thin, aris- 
tocratic face, gone these past two years, 
swam before my blurred eyes. I almost 
heard her well-bred voice saying: .“A 
young lady, my dear Sue. . . a young 
lady must be deliberate and cautious in 
matters of romance. She mustn’t snatch 
at the first male that comes along. She 
must wait patiently for ‘Mr. Right.’ 
There’s no hurry.” 

Maybe that’s why, somehow, all the 
young men I was dragging hopefully 
home for’ her inspection and approval 
those days never quite made the grade. 
Johnny Billings was too wild. Joe Smith 
was not ambitious, and Larry Ormsbee 
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had that sick mother to take care of. And, as for Phil Hanson 
_.. for the life of me now, I couldn’t even remember what 
\unt Agatha had decided was wrong with him. I could only 
call I’d liked him the best of the lot. 
In any case, I’d gone on being deliberate and cautious. 
wasn’t in any hurry, because I’d always abided by Aunt 
\gatha’s decisions. Because I felt so duty-bound to please 
her always in exchange for rearing and educating me. 
And what had it got me? Johnny and Joe and Larry were 


All marriages are a gamble, Sue thought, 

but when she gambled on a mail-order 

husband, she discovered that the cards 
were stacked against her. 


arried now. Johnny was a minister and Joe owned his own 
g gas station on the corner of Simpson and Maple. Larry 
rmsbee’s mother had got miraculously well. And as for 
broad-shouldered Phil Hanson .. . 
It had been a long time since we d looked at a moon to- 
ther or held hands or kissed, feeling the fiery thrill of it 
yurse through us. Like all my other crushes, the one with 
hil . . . which had somehow seemed the most important 
me... had gone all wrong, too. 
Aunt Agatha had chillingly declared that it just wasn’t 
mart to keep dating the same boy too much. I’d believed 
r, but Phil hadn’t. He was the serious type who wanted 
date only one girl. No wonder we’d drifted our separate 
Sure, we were still good friends, and Phil’s gray eyes still 
ould light up when we chanced to meet at some gathering. 
ut it didn’t mean a thing any more, I’d tell myself as I’d 
ss him a cheery hello and move on. Our old yen for each 
her was cold, dead as a dodo. Aunt Agatha had fixed that, 
pul good. 
Why, I wasn’t even interested in Phil any longer, I kept 
sisting to myself. Anyway, what good would it have done? 
| heard all about how he’d been dating Joan Bailey, over 
Glen Falls, for ages now. Oh, it was a fact. I’d missed 
he boat. Somewhere along the line, I’d got left. 
[ got to my feet. I couldn’t stand Betty’s sparkling happi- 
ess another minute. I gave her my best smile as she came 
rsting back with the pins. “I’ve got to run,” I said. “I’ve 
a raft of English themes to correct.” 
Betty protested, “But you just came, Sue. Besides . . .” 
*r eyes went starry. “There’s all that lovely new trousseau 
iff | bought yesterday. You haven’t seen a stitch of that 


“Tomorrow,” I mumbled. “I'll drop by tomorrow, Betty.” 
[hen I wheeled and made a bee line for the door. 

[ didn’t realize until I reached home . . . the big sprawl- 

g old house that Aunt Agatha had left me . . . that my 

igers were still clutched tight about the magazine. I hadn’t 


eant to take it. It wasn’t one I even particularly cared 


I laid it on the hall table and stood shock 
till for a minute. 
It was so quiet, so terribly, emptily quiet in this big place. 


yout reading. 


“Oh. my darling, need we beat around the 
Veed we wait? 


marry me soon 


bush any longer? You must 


” 
soon. 


ai 


Why was I hanging onto all these vast, neat, echoing rooms? 
A house like this needed to have lots of living and laughter 
in it, something I couldn’t give it. Why shouldn’t I sell it, 
as Mr. Briggs, the real estate man, only last month had sug- 
gested? I could find a small apartment somewhere, be just 
as comfortable. 

I was nibbling at a ham sandwich out in the kitchen a half 
hour later when I remembered about the magazine. Slowly, 
as if drawn by a magnet, I rose and went back to the hall. 
I picked it up. The pages were still flipped back to the silly, 
little Lonely Hearts ad. Ridiculous, I thought—perfectly ri- 
diculous. Normal, intelligent folks don’t answer ads like that. 
You had to be desperate to do that. 

But I was desperate! So why was I kidding myself? Sure, 
I got invited around . . . to all the ladies’ teas, the hen parties. 
I belonged to our literary society. I was active on our church 
welfare committee. But I hadn’t had a real date with a man 
for the past six months. And I might as well face up to it, 
I wanted one. How I wanted one! 

Way down deep inside me, a belated, smouldering resent 
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ment burst into flame. I’d let Aunt Agatha do this to me. All 
my life I’d let her manage me, like a puppet on a string. 
While she lived, I’d never dared feel anything but gratitude 
for all her goodness. But she was gone now, and, for the 
first time, I was examining that “goodness” in the cold light 
of reason. 

Why hadn’t I seen it before? My aunt had secretly hated 
all men. She’d been just a frustrated old maid who hadn’t 
wanted me to taste the happiness she’d missed. She craftily 
sowed seeds of discontent in me. She taught me to be critical, 
to find flaws in every boy I’d ever known. Old maid Aunt 
Agatha. Now I had the same label pinned on me. No won- 
der life was passing me by. 

So my loneliness was my own fault. I saw that now, too. 
Because I hadn’t had the gumption to stand up to my starchy 
aunt. Because I hadn’t had the courage to decide my own 
fate, one by one, I’d lost out on my romances. . . . I'd lost 


out with Phil. 


AYBE 1-WAS~behaving wildly, impulsively. Somehow 
I wasn’t caring. I only knew as I slipped down to the 


corner mailbox an hour later, and dropped the letter with 
the cutout ad in it, I was feeling really alive, exhilarated, for 
the first time in months. 

It wasn’t that I was expecting so much, hoping for any- 
thing special. It was just one of those crazy, defiant ges- 
tures I’d never dared indulge in while Aunt Agatha had lived. 
Almost, I could see her shocked, disapproving face as I 
turned and rushed homeward. 

When the circular came, six days later, I’d practically for- 
gotten the whole thing. A bit ashamed, now that my angry © 
mood of the week before had subsided, I began reading it 
rather reluctantly. It began by describing how the club func- 
tioned. Your letters were sent there. In turn, they were 
promptly mailed out to a designated pen pal. It was as sim- 
ple as that. That way, you were assured that your identity 
would be concealed and safeguarded as long as you liked. 

The attached list had photos from lonely folks all over the 
country. They were all eager to write to or meet other lonely 
folks, the circular went on to say. For a small fee, plus a 
snapshot and. some data as to age, occupation and so on, a 
lady could immediately begin a pleasant correspondence with 
any of the pictured gentlemen. 

Now, feeling completely silly, I was just about to tear the 
thing up, when one of the photos caught my eye. It wasn’t 
very clear, but the dark eyes held a compelling quality. Some- 
thing about the lean, intelligent face held me. He was a wid- 
ower, age thirty-five, a business man, labelled simply Mr. 
M-80. 

Well, perhaps I was behaving like a fool, I thought, but 
what was so harmful or improper about a correspondence 
club? I'd always enjoyed writing and receiving letters. For 
a change it might be fun getting letters from an interesting- 
looking male. 

With my mind suddenly made up I sat down and wrote 
my first letter to Mr. M-80. I hunted up a recent snapshot 
and enclosed it, along with the fee. Then I threw a sweater 
over my shoulders and hurried out to the mailbox. 

Two weeks later, Mr. Ryan, the mailman, stuck a letter 
under my door. It was my reply from Mr. M-80. Some- 
what bored by then, I stuck it in my pocket and didn’t even 
bother to glance at it until that evening. Only then, did the 
crackle of it in my pocket remind me. So I opened it and 
read it fast. Then I read it a second time. It had been writ- 
ten, it had to be, by a gentleman of charm and good taste. 
Mr. M-80’s handwriting was smooth and strong, his humor 
delightful, though reserved. ; 

As it told in the circular, he’d been a widower for the last 
five years. He’d done a good bit of traveling as a representa- 
tive for an oil concern, even to several foreign countries. 
Moving about continuously like that, he’d found little oppor- 
tunities to form friendships. And even though, now, he was 
at last settled by his company in Chicago, it seemed no less 
easy to find congenial friends. A big city, he wrote rather 
ruefully, could be a mighty lonely spot for a bachelor. 

My heart skipped a beat. Chicago—that was a mere thirty 
miles from Carville. I was glad to learn that Mr. M-80 en- 
joyed the simple things . . . swimming, fishing, taking long 
hikes in the country, good music and books. Would it be too 
much to hope we shared similar enthusiasms? He’d been 
faverably impressed by my-photo that the-club -had-sent on 
to him. He’d admired the expression (Continued on Page 55) 





THE TRAGIC LOVE! 


In her climb from the slums to the pinnacle of success as an actress and singer, Ethe 
Waters has known many men but not one who could bring her true marital happiness 








HENEVER Fate cast Ethel Waters 

in a real-life romantic role, the 
famous star of stage, screen, radio and 
TV has tragically flopped. Sometimes 
the leading man was mis-cast; at other 
times the plot became hopelessly tangled 
—but whatever the reason, it is a fact 
that some of Ethel Waters’ performances 
have had a longer run than some of her 
romances. Her public has been more 
faithful than many of the men in her 
life. 

But like the trouper she is, Miss 
Waters invariably stuck it out until it 
became painfully evident that the cur 
tain was descending on another episode 
in her tragic love life. 

“I guess every woman knows that 
breaking up a marriage is never any- 
thing to celebrate,” she says philosophi- 
cally. “It is the toughest of all good-byes, 
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even when your man is a louse. You 
have put in years trying hard to make 
your marriage work. When it fails, you, 
the wife, are the loser.” 

Ethel Waters started losing as a child- 
bride of 13; years later as the star of 
As Thousands Cheer and highest-paid 
actress on Broadway, she was still losing. 
In between was a series of love affairs, 
each one as brief and as unhappy as the 
last. 

It was a long, uphill climb from the 
slums of Chester, Pa., to fame and for- 
tune for Ethel Waters. Along the way 
she met, then left behind, men who seem- 
ed at the time to be the answer to her 
ill-fated search for marital happiness. 
They were men of all kinds, from world 
champion boxers to musicians; from 
brash youngsters to bigtime gamblers; 
from men who were sincerely interested 


WATERS 


As a young actress on her way up, Ethel was youthful singer in Miss 
Calico, a musical produced by Earl Dancer in 1927. 


In film, Tales of Manhattan, as in real life, Ethel lost boy 


friend, Eddie (Rochester) Anderson, to Lena Horne. 
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in her career to some who betrayed her 
friendship and trust for money. 
Typical was Clyde Edward Matthews, 
her second husband. She met Eddie in 
Akron, Ohio—‘‘a handsome devil, with 
a courtly air, a real charmer.” She was 
just not the type a guy like that would 


ey, he would flash his roll and say, 
“Here’s a couple of hundred, Ethel. It’s 
just a loan.” 

Ethel took the money because she 
needed it, at the same time shying away 
from being “wolfed.” But Eddie was a 


smooth talker. He insisted that she was 


The fact that all of her love affairs have turned out 


disastrously is blamed by Ethel Waters on the fact that 


she could never learn to “‘sweet-talk”’ a man—to make 


a fuss over him. 





go for, Ethel decided, even though Ed- 
die’s current girl friend passed along the 
word that he was interested in her. So 
when the dapper Matthews popped back 
into her life a few months later in Phila- 
delphia, she still had her guard up. 

But Eddie “worked the sympathy 
racket on me,” she says, explaining how 
she let him talk her into making the 
same mistake twice. She had just closed 
in Earl Dancer’s Africana, her first 
Broadway musical, and being “at liber- 
ty” meant being short of cash on oc- 
casion. Eddie was not averse to grand- 
standing while wining and dining her. 
Whenever he knew that she needed mon- 
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At 79th birthday party for blind musician 
W. C. Handy, Ethel Waters tickles St. 
Louis Blues composer with buss. 
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a tonic for him and just what he needed 
to get him on his feet. She finally gave 
in and they were married. Later, he 
accompanied Ethel on her trip to Eu- 
rope, proving himself such a shipboard 
Romeo that there was no mistaking the 
signs that forecast marital storms ahead. 

“If there’s anything I owe Eddie Mat- 
thews it’s that he enabled me to do one 
hell of a job on the song Stormy Weath- 
er when I did it for Herman Stark at the 
Cotton Club,” she relates with surpris- 
ingly little bitterness. 

“When I got out there in the middle 
of the Cotton Club floor, I was telling 
the things I couldn’t frame in words. | 


was singing the story of my misery and 
confusion, of the misunderstandings in 
my life that I couldn’t straighten out, the 
story of the wrongs and outrages done 
to me by people I had loved and trusted.” 

Stormy Weather eventually made the 
all-time Hit Parade; it also became the 
theme song of Ethel Waters’ human, 
touching story of a woman’s search for 
love and happiness. She won respect 
and admiration from stage, screen and 
music critics, and from the vast public 
that thrills to her talent and artistry. She 
is known from Broadway to Hollywood 
and around the world. Yet, love has 
somehow slipped through her finger 
each time she has reached for it. 

“T was never coddled, or liked, or un 
derstood by my family,” she confessed, 
Perhaps this is the key to her romantic 
failures. 

Dr. Fritz Wittels, author of The Sex 
Habits of American Women, declares 
that “in an affectionate family the infant 
gets the prerequisite of future bliss,” and 
he presents figures to show that daugh- 
ters of extremely unhappy parents have 
less chance for successful marriages than 
those who come from happy homes. 

The revealing first sentence in Ethe 
Waters’ best-selling autobiography, His 
Eye Is on the Sparrow, is: “I was never 





Cutting cake at party given for her at New York hotel, Ethel Waters is flanked 
bandleader Noble Sissle and the late Bill (Bojangles) Robinson. At height of her stage 
triumphs, singer made $5,000 a week, was highest paid woman on Broadway. 











Ty and§ a child.” Her early life was a pillar-to- 
ings in post existence, devoid of love, and at the 
out, the age when most girls are jumping rope 
s donef and playing with dolls, she was virtually 
usted.” tricked into marriage with a 23-year-old 
ide the’ youth, who was even more unprepared 
me the} than she was for such responsibility. 
1uman, Merritt Purnsley was a neighborhood 
rch for boy who developed a crush on young 
respect Ethel and refused to be chased away by 
en and# Ethel or her half-sister Genevieve, who 
publicf acted as “guardian of my virtue,” Miss 
ry. She’ Waters recalls. Buddy, as everyone called 
ly wood him, was an attractive fellow whom 
ve has Ethel instinctively feared and disliked. 
fingers To put an end to his persistent pro- 
posals of marriage, she told him he’d 
or ut § first have to get her mother’s consent, 
fessed. | hoping all the time that would squelch 
mantic #} her ardent young suitor. “It seemed to 
me that he wanted to marry me only be- 
he Sett cause he couldn’t get me any other way,” 
eclaresf she says in telling of Buddy’s attempted 
infant} passes that Genevieve foiled. But Mom- 
s,” andl wheeze (her pet name for her mother) 
daugh f unexpectedly said “ves” and the two 
's have’ youngsters were married. 
es than Although large for her age, Ethel was 
es. still a child of 13 and ill-prepared for 
| Ethel f such an important step. Observing how 
'y, His} slum children learn the “facts of life” 
> never} under the worst possible conditions, the 





noted actress recalls that her own sex 
education began when she was three 
years old, living with her aunts and 
| transient “uncles.” 

“I wasn’t fully aware of what was go- 
ing on, but I resented it,” she says. “By 
the time I was seven, I was repelled by 
every aspect of sex.” 










HE AVERAGE CHILD from middle 

class families discards the stork tale 
ata later age, 53 per cent of them when 
they are between 6 and 11. A bare 6 
per cent become worldly-wise at the ten- 
der age Ethel Waters did. And there 
was more to it than just learning where 
babies come from. 

Of one incident, Miss Waters says: “I 
like to think I am remembered with a 
horrified head-to-toe shudder by at least 
| me fully-grown man who lived in the 
old Bloody Eighth Ward in Philadelphia. 
When he made a grab for me, I closed 
ny fist and slammed it down hard on 
‘the anatomical feature he most treas- 
“wed. I put him out of amorous action 
for weeks.” 

With this background, the young girl 
became a wife. 













ced by 
- stage 





“Having seen so much 











of the ugly side of life, I dreaded the 


sex relationship. Yet I knew that sex 
had to happen to me as to everyone else. 
My wedding night, however, couldn’t 
have been nastier or more unpleasant,” 
she confesses, but adds, “compared to 
my short-lived marriage, however, the 
wedding night was bliss.” 

Added to the nagging problems of big 
debts and small income was the unrea- 
soning jealousy displayed by Buddy. Re- 
signed to the thankless task of making 
the best of a bad situation, Ethel still 
could not make a go of things no matter 
how hard she tried. She put up with 
Buddy’s abuse as long as she could and 
then, after a particularly brutal beating, 
she made up her mind to leave. 

“It wasn’t long after my decision was 
made, that I found out why Buddy had 
pretended to be so jealous of me,” she 
reveals. “He was hiding the fact that 
he was two-timing me with a girl named 
Pearl, who was one of his old flames. 

“On top of the beatings, humiliation 
and unfair accusations, to find out that 
he’d been messing around with another 
girl, drove me wild. That night I called 
Buddy everything but a ‘child of God.’ 
It was the first time I had stood up 
to him.” 

This pattern of lies and deception was 
to crop up again and again in later 
years in her relationships with men. Miss 
Waters explains why the hurt was just 
as deep each time it happened. 

“My attitude toward the various men 
I’ve loved has always been the same. If 
any man told me he had other women, 
I didn’t mind. But if he had other 
women and didn’t tell me, I felt deceived 
and double-crossed.” 

It was bad enough for a man to toy 
with her heart, but if one of her prized 
possessions was involved, there was the 
devil to pay. On two different occasions 
two different men made the mistake of 
sharing their affection and Miss Waters’ 
autos—one a Lincoln, the other a Loco- 
mobile—with other women. 

It was while starring in Africana that 
she had an expensive car and a love af- 
fair her intuition warned her to keep 
well separated. But since she couldn’t 
drive, she turned the keys to her fancy 
Locomobile over to her boy friend, mak- 
it clear that he was not to use it for joy 
rides with other girls. 

Things went smoothly until the day 
she was riding up Seventh Avenue in a 
taxi and spied (Continued on Page 80) 
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Jack Johnson, world’s heavyweight champ, 
had crush on Ethel Waters, was amazed 
when she rebuffed him, remained friend. 





Archie Savage was dance director protege 
of Miss Waters. She sent him to jail for 
theft of jewels from her Hollywood home. 









Earl Dancer, now a theatrical producer, 
once teamed with Ethel Waters in vaude- 
ville, persuaded her to go on big-time. 





| MARRIED 
A HALF 


MN E WAS ONE of the strangest love 
~"-* experiences a woman can have. 
When I first saw Henry and thrilled 
naively to his sardonic smile, his expres- 
sive hands, unadorned except by an 
exotic jade ring, the muscular perfection 
of his lithe body, I could scarcely have 
dreamed that his was a weirdly dual 
nature. 

If only I had known more about 
“men” like him—but then, I was an in- 
experienced, unworldly young girl. 

Surely, my first encounter with the 
enigma that was Henry West gave no 
hint of the tragedy and frustration to 

ome. It all really began with a letter of 
introduction I’d wangled from Judge 
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Anson Cardwell, my guardian, to Mar- 
got Turner, famous exponent of Creole 
dances, and currently much in vogue 
among that small, powerful group of 
New York socialites and intellectuals 
known as the “avant garde.” 

Shortly after my eighteenth birthday, 
I’d come, at the judge’s cordial invita- 
tion, to his impressive office in Harlem, 
to discuss my future. Up to that time, 
my affairs had been entirely in his hands, 
for I’d been orphaned at fourteen, when 
Mother and Dad were tragically killed 
in an automobile crash. 

Dad left me a trust fund, to be ad- 
ministered by his ex-law partner, Anson 


Cardwell, now one of the youngest men 
on the municipal bench. I knew that 
my attractive room in a staid old home, 
the expensive ballet training I’d asked 
for, my smart clothes, were all due to 
the judge’s wily handling of the modest 
funds Dad had accumulated. 

I was properly grateful, but to me, 
Judge Cardwell seemed practically an- 
cient, although actually, he was scarcely 
more than thirty-six. My relationship 
with him had been more in terms of fa- 
ther-and-daughter, rather than man and 
woman. I’d heard rumors that women 
fluttered and thrilled over him, and con- 
sidered him (Continued on Page 64) 
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That letter she found in 





: He lo ked deeply into my eves. / lding his 
men Henry’s pocket was proof to glass of champagne close to his lips. “To 
that 2 iathecsedly 


_— Tessa that her husband was having 
e to : ren affair, but when she finally 
: traced it to its source, she 


ot f shock of her life. 
: pga 


juisitely beautiful woman that 


t toast ft 
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Shocked to discover that her 
younger brother was a 

dope addict, Queenie decided 
that the only way to save 

him and herself from the racket 


Was to use sex appeal 


DOPE RUNNER 








ee. 
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I CURLED myself up on Lefty’s sofa bed and 
watched him hurriedly clean out the dresser 
drawers and cram the things into a new pigskin 
case. He was paying absolutely no attention to 
me and a sudden thought panicked me—suppose 
he didn’t fall for it? I shifted my legs, delib- 
erately letting my skirt hike up above my knees. 

“Lefty,” I asked innocently, “do you really 
Have to leave town?” 

He didn’t even look up. “Yeah, Queenie, cut- 
tin’ out! Harlem’s hotter than a two-dollar pistol 
right now and this is one cat who ain’t gonna 
get burned!” 

I leaned back, trying to strike a pose that 
would be seductive, yet not too obvious. My 
throat constricted as I saw him snap shut the 
suitcase, then walk over and check the empty 
closet. 

“Lefty—” I made it sound coaxing. 

He turned and a low whistle escaped him when 
he saw me. I patted the side of the bed and he 
came over and sat down. His light-colored eyes 
were taking in everything. 

“I hate to see you go,” I murmured, lowering 
my eyes for fear he’d read the truth in them. 


? 


“You’ve got nothing to worry about, baby,’ 
he told me. “You should have enough dough 
stashed away to make it until the heat’s off.” 

“That’s not what I mean,” I pouted. “It’s not 
the money I made working for you—it’s you I’m 
going to miss.” 

His shrewd glance studied me closely. “Cool 
it, baby. Don’t start nothing you can’t finish,” 
he warned. 

I had to lick my lips and strain the muscles 
of my face in order to smile. I put my hands 
behind my head and saw his eyes focus on my 
low cut dress. I was scared stiff, but I hoped 
Lefty would mistake my rapid breathing for 
suppressed passion for him. 

“I’d take you with me if I could, baby,” he 
said, letting his hand rest casually on my hip, 
“but I’m travelling light. There’s half a kilo of 
junk in my bag, pure horse that ain’t been cut 
with milk sugar! I can’t take no chances of the 
cops busting me—not even for a fine little thing 
like you.” 

“You don’t have to take me with you, Lefty,” 
I said eagerly. “All I want is—well, we’ve got 
to say an extra-special goodbye since you're go- 
ing to be gone so long.” (Continued on Page 70) 
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When she signed that contract with Marty to be her agent, Margie looked upon it as 


a purely business deal but then she found out that Cupid was a co-signer. 


| SLIPPED a thumb under the clasp 
of the beaded G-string that bit into 
the flesh of my waist and gave my hips 
in extra roll with each beat of the drum. 
“Give ’em plenty of bumps and grinds, 
baby!” Rocky had told me, and that’s 
what I was doing. I had tried to execute 
ome of the artistic steps and movements 
(’d once been famous for, but the audi- 
nce was strictly not the type to be in- 
terested in the finer points of dancing. 
Their faces . mirrored their lewd 
thoughts. They practically drooled as 
they feasted their eyes on every inch of 
ny body. Yes, I thought ruefully, I still 
had a body—but not much else. I’d lost 
y money, my good name and my self- 
espect. I’d reached rock bottom as an 
ntertainer, for that night I was launch- 
ng a new phase of my career—strip 
easer at a fraternity stag. 
lhe men, half-drunk and panting with 
iroused passion, began to whistle and 
shout, making the clubroom echo with 
,ucous laughter and suggestive remarks. 
knew what the sinuous movements of 
iy body were doing to them; I hadn’t 
yomed to stardom on Broadway billed 
is “The Torso” for nothing. The mem- 
ory of the long gone past, when my ex- 
tic dancing was regarded as art, was 
1c one thing that fortified me against 


he leers. 


So I flung my long, full-fleshed legs 
into their faces and made slow circles 
with my rounded hips in rhythm with the 
primitive drumbeats. Faster and faster 
I danced. 

The din was terrific and I smiled a 
little at the proof that despite all that 
had happened, I could still make an au- 
dience eat out of my hand. But then, 
over all the racket, I heard a loud bang- 
ing and then a frightened whisper rising 
to a yell—“Raid!” 

One of the cops put his coat around 
me, then shoved me out the door to the 
patrol wagon. 

For some reason, they didn’t take us 
girls into night court, but jammed us 
together in the bull pen. There weren’t 
enough cells in the women’s section to 
take care of us, I heard a matron remark. 
Since I was new to the racket, I didn’t 
know any of the other entertainers, hard- 
faced, disillusioned women who had hit 
the skids and didn’t have much farther 
to slide. 

So I sat on an iron bunk, my knees 
tucked up under my chin and tried to 
think. The future didn’t seem to go be- 
yond the bars that caged me in, the pres- 
ent was filled with shame and disgrace; 
only the past seemed worthwhile. At 
least, I tried to convince myself that 
some of it had been worthwhile as | 


thought back to two short years ago. 

I sat there in the smelly dimness of 
the big cell thinking of Rocky and of 
Marty; Rocky with the deceptive smile 
and glib tongue, Marty grim-faced and 
cynical and too busy for love. There had 
been only two men in my life, and each © 
one in his own way was part of the past 
that I reviewed as I sat through the cold, 
lonely night in jail... . 


'” BEEN barely 16 when I made my 
professional debut. It was in a joint 
in Jersey and I started as a singer, not 
a dancer. Three weeks before, I had left 
Richmond with my eyes full of stars. I 
had won a couple of amateur singing 
contests and was positive that once I got 
to New York I could break into the big- © 
time. I quickly learned the facts of life. 

My money ran out before I got to New © 
York and there I was, stranded on the 
wrong side of the Hudson. In despera- 7 
tion, I talked the owner of a night club | 
into giving me a job as a cigarette girl. 
I did miserably the first night, mainly 
because I was so inexperienced and also, 
I learned later, because I wore my street 
clothes. 

“Slim pickin’s, eh, baby?” Sherman, 
the boss, said when I checked in that © 
night. I’d sold only three packs of ciga- 
rettes; no cigars or flowers. : 





There had been only two men 


in Margie’s life. How was she 


to know which one of them 
to trust—which one would 
come to her rescue when she 


needed him most? 


Sherman’s narrow eyes raked me from 
read to foot. “You gotta get the cus- 
mers to notice you, Margie,” he said, 
hewing on a fat cigar. “Last girl we 
ad wore an outfit that knocked their 
es out.” He reached down and lifted 
1y skirt to my knees. His cigar pointed 
the floor and his heavy jaw sagged. 

What a pair of gams!” he exclaimed. 

I slapped away his hand. “Don’t ever 
that again!” I didn’t yell or any- 

ting, but the cold fury in my voice told 
im I wasn’t kidding. 

“Don’t be so touchy,” he whined. “J 

idn’t mean anything.” 

| grabbed up the change that was my 

hare of my sales and started out. “Wait 

minute,” he called. He reached into a 

»cket, pulled out a $5 bill and tossed 

to me. “You wear that outfit tomor- 
and I'll be borrowing from you,” 

wheezed. 

Sherman was right. The costume was 
of those French maid affairs with 
extremely short skirt and tiny lace 
on. The black net stockings and high 

heeled sandals that went with it made 
legs even more attractive. I made 

» that second night, most of it in tips 

n wide-eyed men who seemed only to 

ant me to walk close to their table. 
But after three weeks, I couldn’t take 
any longer. Most of the men thought 

r tip entitled them to something extra 

the dimness of the club, even if there 





“7 gave you a break, baby, now it’s 





your turn,” he said heavily. 





were women sitting at the table with 
them. They were always slipping me 
notes wrapped in bills, giving a phone 
number and asking me to call them. I 
made up my mind that I wasn’t going to 
spend the rest of my life fighting off the 
wolves. 

So I walked into Sherman’s office and 
slammed the cigarette tray on his desk. 
“I’m through,” I told him. 

His gimlet eyes got even smaller. “You 
wanna raise?” he asked cautiously. “I'll 
give you—” 

“The only way I’ll work here is as a 
singer,” I cut in. 

A sly smile creased his face. “Oh, you 
got other talent, too! Suppose I give you 
an audition?” 

My girlish enthusiasm wouldn’t let me 
play hard to get. “Oh, Sherman, would 
you?” I gushed. 

He waved a hand. “Why not? The 
point is, would you appreciate the break 
if I gave it to you?” 

“TI would! Honest, I would.” 

His eyes were fastened on the deep 
neckline of my costume, but he didn’t 
make a pass—then. 

I was terrified the next night when I 
went on, wearing a borrowed gown and 
a coat of makeup like a mask. But once 
the music started, I was home free. I 
just closed my eyes, opened my mouth 
and sang. My voice wasn’t large, but it 
was clear and true, and my selection of 
songs I’d heard most often on Sherman’s 
juke box proved a big hit. Afterwards, 
Sherman offered me $50 a week and I 
jumped at it. 

The second night, I noticed a fellow 
I’d never seen before. He sat alone at a 
table, toying with a glass, looking the 
place over, looking me over. He wasn’t 
like the others. He wasn’t fresh—just 
quiet and indifferent, his eyes blank, his 
mouth unsmiling. He came every night 
after that. 

At the end of the week, I noticed him 
sitting at the table close to the door of 
Sherman’s office. When I finished my 
numbers, I passed him on my way into 
the office. He looked as if he were about 
to speak, but evidently changed his mind. 

Sherman was at his desk, a broad 
smile on his face. There was a pile of 
bills in front of him. He peeled off five 
tens. 

“You earned every cent of it, baby! 
he declared. 

I reached for the money. His big hand 
clamped around my wrist. “Not so fast,” 


” 


he said softly. “How about showing a 
little appreciation?” 

I didn’t get it at first, but there was 
no mistaking his purpose when he heaved 
his bulk around the desk and wrapped 
his arms around me. “I gave you a 
break, baby, now it’s your turn,” he said 
heavily. 

I was strong, but no match for him 
and all I could do was struggle with a 
desperate hopelessness. I got the heel of 
my hand under his chin and shoved. He 
just laughed. 

“Having fun, Sherman?” 

At the sound of the voice behind us, 
Sherman pushed me from him and 
whirled on the intruder. It was the quiet 
fellow who'd been sitting outside the 
door. He had a tight smile on his lips, 
but his eyes glinted dangerously. His 
tall, lean body was tensed for action. 
They stood glaring at each other for a 
moment, and it was Sherman who backed 
down. 

“What the hell do you want?” he 
growled. “One of these days you’re gon- 
na stick that nose of yours in the wrong 
place, Marty!” 

The younger man relaxed and said 
casually, “You know me, Sherman—al- 
ways looking after a client’s best inter- 
ests.” 

“You gotta come with somethin’ bet- 
ter than that,” the club owner spat out. 
He turned to me. “Is this guy represent- 
in’ you?” 

I didn’t know what to say; I didn’t 
even know this man called Marty. Yet, 
he had struck fear in Sherman without 
even raising his voice. Again, he came 
to my rescue. 

“I’m her agent, Sherman,” he said, 
“and if you want to make trouble, I’ll 
speak to the entertainer’s union and the 
musician’s ‘union and this joint’ll be 
closed up tighter than a drum!” 

“I was just fooling around, Marty,” 
Sherman said with a sickly grin. “I 
didn’t mean no harm.” 

“It’s strictly business from now on,” 
Marty told him. “The little lady gets 
six-bits a week—” 

“The deal was for 50. I won’t pay 
75!” 

“Take it or leave it. And if you don’t 
keep those roving hands to yourself, I’ll 
beat your ears off!” Marty grabbed my 
elbow and guided me out to a table in a 
corner of the club. He signaled a waiter, 
who came up and asked, “The usual?” 


“No, make (Continued on Page 73) 
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fidelity against the crime he 
was about to commit. Was he 


Walter weighed h 





HAVE JUST killed my wife. It was not murder, but 

an execution. Before I relate what happened and how 
it happened, a brief word of explanation: this is neither 
a confession nor a plea for mercy. I just want to tell why 
it happened. 

From the very beginning, the outcome was inevitable. 
Take a woman like Mary and a man like me, toss in a pas- 
sionate love affair, complicate it with neurotic emotions 
that have slipped their moorings, and you have the deadly 
ingredients that need only a spark to explode into violence. 
In our case, when the breaking point was reached, the 
payoff was stark tragedy—and death. . . . 
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I met her at a summer resort on Long Island. I was 
working as dish washer in a small, but very nice, bar. It 
wasn’t a bad job, but I had ambitions and I think Mr. 
Martin, the owner, was aware of this. I had my eyes on a 
waiter’s job, but I made no move. I just worked hard and 
kept my eyes open. 

Ted, the regular drinks waiter, was slick, but I knew all 
along the racket he was pulling. He’d hike the house 
prices on the drinks, depending upon how much he fig- 
ured the customer could afford, then pocket the difference. 
This, plus his tips and salary, ran into a nice piece of 
change each week. But he was overdoing a good thing. 
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One night when I reported for duty, 
Mr. Martin called me into his office. 
“White,” he said, “I’m going to try you 
out on the floor. If you make good, the 
job 1s yours.” He waved aside my 
thanks. “Just remember one thing— 
don’t get greedy like Ted did,” he added. 

The warning was unnecessary. The 
summer crowd seemed pleased with my 
prompt, courteous service, and at the end 
of each night, my pockets were loaded 


She’s local talent, lives just across the 
bay.” 

“Clam digger,” observed Dimples. 

My “pleased to meet you” was lost in 
another gale of laughter. 

“That’s all right,” Mary retorted. “I 
notice that all you big city girls had to 
come out to the country to get a job!” 

I nodded in agreement. “That’s right, 
Mary,” I smiled, “and that includes me. 
There’s nothing shaking in the city.” 


? 


Crazed by the thought that Mary was being unfaith- 


ful, Walter thought first of getting a divorce and then 


he decided to take the matter into his own hands. 





with tips. The night I met Mary, I’d had 
a funny feeling from the moment I’d 
started work. It was sort of a breathless 
anticipation, as if any second something 
exciting would happen to me. 

I knew that a number of the colored 
help in and around the beach resort usu- 
ally dropped into our place around mid- 
night. Our place, as yet, was the only 
one with a Negro waiter, so I was rather 
proud of my position. Also, I was anx- 
ious, this night, to see what effect it had 
on some of the fine young girls of my 
own age. 

The girls crowded through the doors, 
all ages, sizes and shapes. One thing 
they had in common: they were all out 
for a good time and bubbled over with 
the good-natured hilarity of people re- 
leased from work or worry. I hurried 
to the booths they had taken. 

“Good evening,” I said with a little 
bow. I was really putting it on, because 
[ wanted to impress them. 

“Dig the waiter!” laughed a plump 
little girl as I helped her into her seat. 
Her name was Dimples, I learned later, 
and her comment set off a ripple of 
laughter from her companions. 

“All right, cool it,” I shot back, and 
that really sent them into fits. I stole a 
sidelong glance at the boss, but he was 
busy at the end of the bar and paid no 
attention. 

Alice, the only one I knew, made the 
introductions all around. But I had eyes 
for only one. In fact, my staring was so 
obvious that Alice smiled knowingly as 
she said, “And this is Mary, Walter. 
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She smiled gratefully up at me. The 
girls ordered a couple of rounds of beer 
and then left. I watched them as they 
walked out. Mary may have been a coun- 
try girl, but she sure had an air of so- 
phistication about her that put her 
friends in the shade. 

She was small and demure, almost 
shy, but she moved with a smooth, sen- 
suous grace that was so provocative it 
made the blood pound in my temples. 
Watching her go, hips swaying like a 
wordless invitation, I recalled a remark 
she had made. 

As I set the drinks in front of them, 
Mary. had thanked me silently with her 
eyes. “You don’t have much to say, do 
you?” I asked her. 

“Still water runs deep,” Alice told me. 

Mary lowered her eyes. “And some- 
times awfully muddy!” she added. 

The words, barely audible, 
prophetic. But when I learned the hor- 
rible meaning hidden in them, it was 
too late. As it was, I spent the rest of 
the night thinking of her sweet, yet ter- 
ribly wise, face. I knew that, as a rule, 
the girls ended up at the sleeping quar- 
ters of one or another of them, laughing 
and talking far into the night. 

I could have found out where they 
were that night and stopped by after 
work. I had a feeling that Mary would 
be with them but although I was anx- 
ious to see her again, I knew that there’d 
be every chance in the world to run 
across her at the beach or a dozen differ- 
ent places before long. 

The following morning dawned hot 
and sultry. I worked slowly to keep from 


were 


using up too much energy. I finished 
cleaning the bar about 11 and was 
through work until seven that evening. 
I slipped into my bathing trunks, a pair 
of moccasins and a sport shirt, and 
walked down by the ocean. Dark skins 
weren’t a common sight on the beach 
and I could almost feel the curious glanc- 
es the bathers shot my way. 

I pretended not to notice. I was proud 
of my muscular build, and in spite of my 
short stature, I considered myself quite 
a man. Unconsciously, I lifted my chin 
a trifle higher and flexed my muscles as 
I stepped along the smooth sand between 
the groups of lounging whites. 

The sound of the sea was a pleasant 
symphony as the rushing waves rose to 
a crescendo and then crashed against 
the curving, immovable shoreline, churn- 


ing into a white and foaming froth on _ 


the sand. Far off along the hazy steel 
blue horizon, I could see a small ship 
chopping its way through the waves. 
Low-flying gulls swooped in long, grace- 
ful dives down toward the surf, then 
dipped their wings and screamed sky- 
ward. 

“Hi there!” 

The soft, throaty voice broke into my 
reverie and | felt my heart leap sudden- 
ly. I turned and saw Mary stretched out 
on the sand near the little white girl she 
was tending. They both wore bathing 


"suits, the kid a skimpy diaper-like affair, 
while Mary had on a black, cleverly de- © 


signed strapless suit that looked as if it 
were painted onto her voluptuous body. 


The approval in my own eyes was 


matched by her quiet appraisal of my 
physique. ; 


“Going in?” she smiled and motioned — 


toward the surf. 

“Why, sure,” I said, “but not right 
now. 
while.” 


Her eyes narrowed, then she smiled 


and patted the sand beside her. We sat 


talking aimlessly, completely ignoring her — 


little charge, who danced and played in 
circles around us trying to attract our 
attention. I learned quite a bit about 
Mary that afternoon. She lived about 
eight miles away on the mainland, she 
told me. She had finished high school 
that June and this beach job was her 
first. 

And that’s how it began. At first we 
continued to travel with the crowd, but 


gradually we (Continued on Page 51) 





I'd rather sit here with you a- 
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Easy Outdoor Living 


hw SUMMER SEASON is at its peak 
in July. Gardens are at their loveliest 
and those fortunate enough to have a 
home can lounge about in the cool con- 
fines of a shady porch, backyard or 
terrace, with a friend or two to chat 
with and a tray of tall, frosty drinks. 
This is the season for complete relaxa- 
tion—the time to store up extra energy 
for winter work. No need, then, to pre- 
pare fancy food and drinks. A few sand- 
wiches or cookies will be sufficient for 
outdoor tea or an afternoon pick-up. 


Dressing, too, is on the casual side 
and soft cottons and sun clothes are all 
the vogue for leisure-time wear. These 
playtime clothes have all been designed 
for easy laundering, require no ironing. 

For city dwellers, a trip to the beach 
or a picnic in the country can be just the 
thing for the Fourth of July. Those who 
love to putter around in the flower 
garden or backyard vegetable patch will 
find all sorts of shoes, hats and outdoor 
tools to suit their needs. For Dad and 


his gang, the barbeque equipment is 
really something special for this season. 


HOME SERVICE 


MAGAZINE 


FREDA DeKNIGHT 
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Service Director 








ASHION 


Milady Wears 
The Pants 


F THE VACATION is planned for the country, the moun- 
tains, the seashore or the back yard, milady’s wardrobe 
will not be complete without pants of some description, 
iF whether she is four or forty. Fashion trends in all leisure- 
time wear this season lean towards pants in all lengths and 
the sportswear world claims this will be the biggest season 
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I ever. 
| Lengths vary from Bermuda and Jamaican shorts to 
pedal pushers and slacks which still hold their own. Popu- 
lar bullfighter pants will be seen everywhere. Tops for 
these playtime pants are of every style and fabric. Many 
denim outfits have bead and sequin trim. The usual cottons 
and other wash materials are much in evidence. Prices are 
within all ranges, from one dollar up. 


Pockets make the pants in this cute Korday outfit of checked 
linen crash. Pants fasten up the back, and bra of solid mate- 
rial has matching trim. Price $8. 
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“Mary Martin” outfit with 
checked cotton pants has solid- 
color slip-over blouse trimmed 
in matching checks. Outfit 
by Korday. Priced at $11.95. 


































Denim fad is at its best in duet of 
playtime togs. White braid stitching 
adds crispness to outfits. Designed 
by Loomtogs, pants, bra and shirt 

tops are $3.95 each. 





Bermuda shorts, matching top 
make cute seersucker twosome. 
Duckbill cap matches. Price 
about $8. 
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° White gabardine slacks and 
, striped denim box jacket make 

up this outfit by Korday. Price 
$10.95. 











Wining room of Walter Wills’ bachelor penthouse apartment in Cleveland has nine-foot, 


ass-covered blond table. 


On one side is black patent leather-covered built-in couch. 


Bachelor 


eee A CITY apartment into an 
ideal dream house with all the com- 
forts and conveniences of modern sub- 
urban living is really not difficult if one 
uses a bit of imagination in planning it. 

The bachelor quarters of Walter Wills, 
Jr., one of Cleveland’s outstanding un- 
dertakers, combines all his desires for a 
beautiful, modern apartment. Called 
“Dreamwald,” it is situated on the top 
floor of his funeral establishment. The 
apartment has a penthouse atmosphere 
inside and out, including a roof garden. 

The cottage effect has been achieved 
with white paint and flower boxes that 
grace the outside, and a wrought iron- 
trimmed door. The house effect is height- 
ened further by two translucent win- 
dows through which welcoming light 
streams. Inside, the suburban touch is 


vision and music room which adjoins dining area has blond, modern furniture. Soft green walls blend with tones of upholstery. 








Penthouse 


lost and the sophisticated decor re-em- 
phasizes the penthouse idea. 

The interior is modern and sophisti- 
cated and reflects the taste and hobbies 
of its owner, known as one of the city’s 
most gracious hosts. The apartment 
penthouse has everything one could de- 
sire for gracious living and entertaining. 

The decor and interiors were designed 
and executed to Wills’ taste and for 
his living convenience. Much of the fur- 
niture is by Ennis, a peer in modern 
furniture designing, and other furnish- 
ings were custom-built by Halle Broth- 
ers. Blond and black furniture is used 
throughout the entire house with a great 
amount of glass, unusual lamps and in- 
direct lighting. The entire apartment is 
air conditioned. 


Furnishings were all custom built. 


Spacious living room has blond, paneled walls, cream ceilings with indirect lighting. 
The large circular-sectioned couch is covered in shocking pink with gray design. 


4111 OER 


Private sitting room is separated from bedroom by draperies. Color scheme is cocoa and 
rose beige. Two short couches upholstered in striped brown and beige face each other. 


Modern bedroom is masculine yet has quiet sophistication. Black mahogany furniture has 
gold trim and beds have built-in night tables. Satin spreads have appliqued name in corner. 











COOKING 








HEN SUMMER heat reaches its 
peak and the thermometer does its 
level best to make the day uncomforta- 
ble, remember the cool enchantment of a 
tall, iced beverage. 
For a mid-afternoon cooler that is just 


Cooling 





plain delicious, try a new frosted coffee 
combination, guaranteed to perk you up. 
A good example is Coffee Froth, Latin 
American style. Ingredients needed are 
coffee, sugar, and cracked ice. Toss them 
together for a moment or two, and, like 
magic, there appears a frothy, delicious 


Summer 


Drinks 

















Frosted Coffee Hawaii 


Combine 2 cups strong, cold coffee, 1 cup 
chilled pineapple juice, and 1 pint soft coffee 
ice cream. Beat thoroughly with a rotary egg 
beater or electric blender until the mixture is 
smooth and foamy. Pour into tall glasses. 


coffee drink. Make coffee double strength 
in order to allow for melting ice. 

Everyone can mix a tasty brew, chilled 
to the turn with bits of cracked ice. Start 
with tea, coffee, fruit juices or ginger 
ale. Packaged mixes also make excellent 
punch bases and are relatively inexpen- 
sive. Use a simple sugar syrup instead 
of plain granulated sugar. To prepare, 
boil equal quantities of sugar and water 
together for 10 minutes. Stir until the 
sugar dissolves, then cool and store in 
refrigerator for future use. 


Gold Coast Punch 


Combine % cup lemon juice, 1 cup pineapple 
juice, 2 cans frozen concentrated orange juice 
and % cup maraschino cherry juice. Pour over 
ice in punch bowl. Fill bowl with 2 large 
bottles of ice-cold ginger ale. Garnish with 
% cup maraschino cherries and orange slices. 
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ength Minted Pineapple Sparkle Iced Coffee 

For an unusual, refreshing drink on a sweltering day, divide 1 pint of Make coffee double strength, by using half the amount of water to 
iilled peppermint ice cream among 4 tall glasses. Add 1 tablespoon crushed the usual amount of coffee. Pour hot over ice cubes in tall glasses. 
S pineapple to each glass. Fill glasses with ice-cold ginger ale. Stir gently The extra strong coffee allows for the dilution caused by melting 

tart to mix and serve immediately. ice. Serve with cream and simple syrup or sugar to taste. 
inger 
ellent 
‘pen- 
stead 
pare, 
vater 
| the 
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pple 
uice 
over e e 
age Ginger Fruit Blend 
t ~ - > ate F , 
ee For a refreshing combination of cold, frosty fruit juices, try a mixture of % cup 
$ orange juice, % cup grapefruit juice, 4% cup pineapple juice. Divide among 8 tall 
glasses. Add ice cubes and fill glasses with chilled ginger ale. 
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If a person has had an epileptic seizure, permit him to rest or sleep. Immediate activity 
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may lead to another convulsion. 


What To Do For Epileptics 


W HAT CAN BE a more horrifying 

experience than to see a big, strap- 
ping, apparently healthy man suddenly 
fall down unconscious on the street, lie 
there writhing for a few minutes, then 
get up and walk off as if nothing ever 
happened ? 

If you attempt to talk to him about 
the incident, more than likely he will 
prevent you because he will be sensitive 
and embarrassed. Probably everyone 
has either had this experience, or has 
known individuals who are subject to 
‘fits.”” 

These people are victims of epilepsy, 

strange disease that is much more 
ommon than suspected. It is a malady 
is old as civilization itself. If we can 
believe the records of history it was just 
4s common in antiquity as it is now. 


14, 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


The Bible describes how a father 
brought his son to Jesus to be healed of 
a disease that was plainly epilepsy. And 
there are many more events that have 
been written about and which, in the 
light of what we now know, had to do 
with this condition. 

Epilepsy is surrounded with many su- 
perstitions. In some civilizations of the 
past it was believed to be a manifesta- 
tion of God because who else could 
strike down a healthy person so quickly 
and completely? Therefore, it must be 
a sacred disease. 

In others, it was considered as an ex- 
pression of evil spirits for the castiga- 
tion of which incantations, offerings, 
and sacrifices were made. These beliefs 
arose because of the mystery of the dis- 


ease, because of the lack of any other 
adequate explanation. While we now 
know hardly any more than then, we 
are least relieved of the recourse to su- 
perstition and can devote our energies 
and thoughts to its study and, it is 
hoped, to its cause and cure. 

There are said to be between 500,000 
and 750,000 epileptics in this country, 
more than there are people with infan- 
tile paralysis or cerebral palsy and 
about the same number as have tuber- 
Males and females 
are equally affected. The disease mani- 


culosis or diabetes. 


fests itself early in life. 

About one-third of the victims showed 
their first symptoms before the age of 
10, and three-fourths before the age of 
20. It rarely starts after 30 years. It is 
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believed that the disease is more severe, 
the older the starting age. 

These facts make epilepsy principally 
a disease of childhood, but the fact that 
so many adults are sufferers indicates 
that the problem extends over the whole 
age range and also proves that the vic- 
tims, barring accident, may successfully 
live with the disease from childhood to 
a greatly advanced age. 

That they live longer now than they 
formerly did is due both to a knowledge 
of how to deal with conditions that 
might kill and to better ways of treat- 
ing it. 

Not all forms of epilepsy are alike. 
There are two main types—the idio- 
pathic or true epilepsy and the sympto- 
matic or Jacksonian epilepsy. It is im- 
portant to distinguish the two forms be- 
cause one form may at times be com- 
pletely and permanently cured while the 
other can never be cured although it 
can be successfully controlled. 

Whenever a doctor says a disease is 
idiopathic, it is just another way of say- 
ing- that he doesn’t know what causes it, 
that it apparently arises independently 
without any apparent source. This ap- 
plies very well to the main and largest 
type of epilepsy. Not only is the cause 
unknown but pathologists cannot find 
any change in any part of the body, in- 
cluding the brain, which is constantly 
associated with the disease. 

True epilepsy varies in severity. The 
severest form is called “grand mal,” a 
French word meaning “large attack,” 
and the milder form is called “petit 
mal” or “small attack.” Sometimes the 
difference in severity is so great that it 
is difficult to believe that the two kinds 
of attacks are of the same disease. 

A typical grand mal attack has in 
general the following characteristics: 
between attacks the patient may be nor- 
mal in all respects, going about his 
daily routine of living. He may or may 
not have a premonition or an awareness 
that he is going to have an attack. Most 
often he does not. 

But when the attack comes, he drops 
to the floor as if shot, making no effort 
to guard the fall. In consequence, the 
epileptic frequently injures himself, cut- 
ting the face or head, or burning himself. 
He becomes completely unconscious. 
What happens while unconscious de- 
pends on the severity. 

Sometimes, recovery is prompt, the 
patient rights (Continued on Page 48) 
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Parents should be ready at all times to give their undivided attention to their child’s problems. 


How Secure Is Your Child? 


\\ 7 HEN LITTLE Jerry, aged 5, started 

kindergarten, his proud parents 
veamed. The youngster, when only 
hree, had stopped wetting his bed and 
had shown an unusual ability as he grew 
ider, to memorize verses and phrases 
and to recognize by name many every- 
day household objects. His ability to 
pell a few simple words made his par- 
nts feel that they might have a budding 
genius on their hands. 

Then one day, out of a clear sky, Jerry 
egan to stutter. His mother scolded him 
onstantly. “He’s just being stubborn, 
+O 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


imitating his classmates,” she told her 
worried husband. “He can talk as well as 
you can.” And then she mimicked the 
child’s labored speech. 

Later, Jerry started to wet his bed 
again and his mother spanked him 
soundly, accusing him of being too lazy 
to get up. Jerry pleaded that he couldn’t 
help it, but his mother continued the 
spankings. When she saw that the fre- 
quent spankings were not having the de- 
sired effect, the mother consulted Miss 
Jones, Jerry’s kindergarten teacher. 

“At the age of 5,” 


Miss Jones ex- 


plained, “both stuttering and bed-wet- 


ting are symptoms of emotional trouble. 
Put yourself in Jerry’s place! Kinder- 
garten is a new experience for him. He 
meets strange people and for the first 
time in his life he is away from his fa- 
miliar surroundings. 

“Jerry is under too great a strain. In- 
stead of scolding him at home, make 
much of him. Loving, instead of po- 
licing a child, can work wonders, you 
will find.” 

So when Jerry came home with a 
gaily-colored paper bunny that he had 
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drawn in school, his mother beamed: 
“It’s beautiful. I'll hang it on the wall 
in your room.” Jerry’s mother and 
father began showing more interest in 
their son’s activities and encouraged him 
to come to them with any problems that 
developed at school. Since the boy was 
not too good in music, his mother began 
to sing nursery rhymes to him until he 
could sing them perfectly. 

It was not long before Jerry was again 
talking normally and had stopped wet- 
ting his bed. He had regained confidence 
in himself because the home atmosphere 
gave him a feeling of “belonging.” His 
self-reliance increased in direct propor- 
tion to the kindly treatment and under- 


' standing which his parents bestowed 
upon him. 


Yet, had it not been for an understand- 


| ing teacher, Jerry might have remained 
| a misfit for life. 


The social pressures on a child today 


| are unusually severe and the anxieties 
' which disturb his mind frequently render 
| him insecure and unhappy, twisting his 
| personality. By the time a child reaches 


school age, he’ll usually not outgrow any 
obvious emotional problems. More like- 
ly, these will either expand or change to 
some other form. 

When a child is upset, the remedy is 
to seek out the cause, not stop the symp- 
tom. Scolding, nagging and shaming a 
child is not the solution. Parents should 
use patience and understanding instead. 

If a child’s temperature shoots up, the 
average mother will phone the doctor in 
ahurry. On the other hand, this same 
mother—and thousands like her—will 
overlook emotional troubles that often 
prove more crippling than polio. 

John R. Ferguson, head of the Ohio 
Department of Juvenile Research, Classi- 
fication and Training, says that the ma- 
jority of the boys and girls who leave 
home, run away “from something or to 
something.” Those who run away to 
seek adventure, says Mr. Ferguson, do 
not create a serious community problem, 
but the youngsters who run away to seek 
escape, do. 

“A child is unable to face a certain 
situation,” Mr. Ferguson explained, “and 
instead of facing it, he develops a mech- 
anism to remove himself from it. It isn’t 
much different from the family doctor’s 
telling a person to go away for his health, 
to get away from the tensions.” Many 
runaways feel that they are unwanted, 
neglected and unloved. That is the kind 


of feeling Jerry had when his mother 
scolded him about stuttering. 

Youngsters who have difficulty in 
keeping up with their school work are 
frequently heckled by their classmates. 
When parents pick up where their child’s 
schoolmates leave off, they are only in- 
tensifying the feeling of inferiority—of 
not belonging. 

Because of their inexperience, imma- 
ture judgment and insufficient knowledge 
to interpret situations and actions ob- 
jectively, children become disturbed and 
unhappy. They discover that if they blow 
up when playing with their fellows they 
are certain to become unpopular and not 
asked to join in their games. 

It is important, therefore, that a child’s 
family life should provide a satisfactory 
safety valve, which will permit him to let 
off steam in ways that will do the least 
harm to himself and to others—physical- 
ly and mentally. If a child is guided 
toward attitudes that will enable him to 
see things objectively and impersonally, 
he is not likely to become upset so quick- 
ly when new situations arise. 

Here are a few suggestions to parents 
which should prove helpful: 

1. Be available when your child comes 
home. This is the time when a child is 
most likely to release pent-up emotions. 
Availability means not only being in the 
house but also readiness to give your un- 
divided attention to the child and his 
problems. 

2. Be impersonal and objective. Noth- 
ing makes a bad situation worse than to 
take sides with a child and make him 
feel that he is a martyr. On the other 
hand, don’t blame him unless he is at 
fault. 

3. Be a sympathetic and uncritical 
listener. Given the opportunity, most 
children will release pent-up emotions by 
talking. 

4, Have quiet periods for relaxation 
and a simple snack when your child 
comes home from school or play. A 
pleasant, informal setting with good 
food and a cheerful atmosphere can do 
much to dispel tensions. 

5. Establish home rules to help the 
child develop self-discipline. The per- 
son who learns to control his feelings 
to conform to social standards and to 
cooperate with others, is far less likely to 
become emotionally upset than is the un- 
disciplined person who is likely to fly off 
the handle at the slightest provocation. 








Bringing 
Up Baby 


Hints Collected by 


tra Ma. Gorter 


(MOTHER OF 5) 





Off-Schedule! The house 
runs more smoothly when 
Mother can work out a 
schedule. But do remem- 
ber that even baby can be 
pretty flexible. Bath-time 
can be shifted—or even 
skipped once in a while, 
if there are unexpected 
events. If laundry’s a problem, remember 
Honeybunch doesn’t care about frills . . . is 
just as happy in the simplest clothes! 





Mrs. Dan Gerber 





Teething baby? Wholesome help during a 
worrisome time—Gerber’s long-lasting 
Teething Biscuits give baby lots of biting 
and chewing satisfaction. Other advantages: 
these Teething Biscuits are smooth- 
surfaced, gentle to tender gums. Specially 
shaped so small hands can hold them easily. 
Made of enriched cereal, pleasantly fia- 
vored. Individually wrapped, too. 


Eating should be fun for everyone—in- 
cluding the small fry! Baby’s his own trust- 
worthy little guide about how much he 
wants. And if he suddenly refuses one food, 
quietly substitute another: spinach in place 
of green beans, beef heart in place of liver 
and bacon. More fun and less fuss make 
good eating habits! 


Different foods for your baby are easy to 
find if you look for the Gerber Baby. Be- 
sides four enriched Cereals, Gerber’s make 
lots of tempting Strained Foods ... all 
carefully processed to keep wholesome food 
values to an amazing degree. And they 
have the special true colors and smooth 
texture babies love! 






STRAINED 


+- 


JUNIOR. 


High-chair chat: When your bouncing 
baby has a few teeth, he’s ready for more 
grown-up foods. If you mix some of his 
favorite strained food with the same junior 
food for a few days, the change will be sim- 
pler. If he doesn’t take to it quickly, skip 
the new kind entirely for a day and try 
again another meal. 


These first “bites” will probably come 
easier if you offer that tooth-some one of 
yours some of Gerber’s Junior Foods. 
There’s plenty of choice—all with tiny, 
tender particles just made for babies learn- 
ing to chew. 
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CAN YOUR COMPLEXION STAND THE SPOTLIGHT 


AS WELL AS THE Candlelight ? 


Candlelight is kind to a poor complexion. 
But a man likes to be proud of his girl in 
the bright lights, too. If you’re ashamed 
of a dark, dull skin, do this: 


Get NaADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola Deluxe Re 
is non-oily, 

greaseless. Lightens 

skin and lessens 

shine. 75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 


The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 





she is to have such lovely, light skin!” 

NapDINoLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both are guaranteed to 
satisfy you completely or your money 
back. Get NapINoLA right away! 


ADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 
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Epileptics 
(Continued from Page 45) 


himself and goes about his business. In 
other cases, he goes into a spasm with all 
muscles drawn tight, then the muscles al- 
ternately loosen up and then tighten so 
that the limbs will jerk and the body rolls 
about. 

Sometimes the tongue is caught between 
the teeth and may actually be bitten off. 
He froths at the mouth, the face becomes 
purple, and he may have a bowel move. 
ment. Gradually the convulsions lessen 
and then he goes into a deep sleep for 
several hours. When he awakes, he may 
remain dazed for a while. 

Petit mal epilepsy attacks are not so 
dramatic. They may not even be noticed 
unless the patient is very near someone and 
is being observed. He does not have the 
spasms but he does become unconscious 
for a second or two. 

For instance, at the dinner table, he will 
suddenly stop eating and talking and ap- 
pear to be staring intently at something. If 
there is anything in the hand, usually it 
is dropped. In a moment or two conscious- 
ness is regained and the patient resumes 
eating and conversation as if nothing had 
happened. 

There may be all kinds of variations of 
this pattern. For instance, a patient re- 
cently told of frequently losing conscious- 
ness without interrupting what she was 
doing. Once while preparing dinner, she 
noticed that her husband was eating. On 
asking him where he got the food, he re- 
plied she had just brought it to him. She 
had no recollection of having done so. 

Often a patient may continue to have only 
petit mal attacks, but frequently they in- 
crease in severity until finally they are of 
the full-bloomed grand mal type. 

The Jacksonian type of epilepsy is al- 
most an entirely different disease. In it 
the patient never loses consciousness, but 
he does have spasms. At first, the spasm 
is confined to an arm, or a leg, or the face. 
It may increase in severity until it involves 
the entire body. The patient sees and some- 
times watches the spasm with interest. 

In this form of epilepsy, unlike the idio- 
pathic form, doctors stand on sure ground 
because they know that it is always due to 
an irritation of the brain which, in many 
instances, can be removed and thus pro- 
duce a cure. For instance, a person can 
fall and sustain a fractured skull. A piece 
of the broken bone may press on the brain 
and cause epilepsy. 

If the surgeon removes the bone, the pa- 
tient is well. However, there are other 
sources of brain irritation not so easily 
remedied, as, for instance, abscesses, in- 
flammations, tumors, and syphilis. 

There is a great deal of misunderstand- 
ing about epilepsy. There is a general be- 
lief that all epileptics are mentally defec- 
tive. This is far from true. As a matter of 
fact, many noted geniuses have been ep! 
leptics. 
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= people or products—names play a very Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 


important part in our everyday lives. you will buy again — and again! 


Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched That’s the main reason why manufacturers of 
branded and advertised products carry on continu- 


by our system of competing brand names. 
ous programs of research and product improvement. 


What do these names mean to you? A great deal, 


That’s why winning your favor is the full time job 
because they really make you—and every consumer 


of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and 


re the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 
When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his plants in every division of industry where trade- 
product, he knows that he has to win your faith in marking is practiced. 

that name. 


Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 
free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


manufacturing system in the world. 


INCORPORATED 


37 WEST 57TH STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y¥.¢ 4 NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
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“I kept getting itching round patches on 
my hands and arms and thought I’d never 
get relief from this tormenting skin 
trouble. My doctor said it was simple 
ringworm and told me to use Black and 
White Ointment. I’m so thankful to 

him and to this wonderful ointment for 
giving me such quick relief. I can’t 
recommend Black and White 

Ointment too highly.” 





Ruby Edwards 
1336 Lombard Street 
Philadelphia 46, Pa. 


You, too, can get fast relief from skin misery 


with this famous ointment 


If you suffer itching torment of acne, 
simple ringworm, eczema, blackheads 
and -— use this famous ointment. 
t checks itching, helps prevent 
infection, aids fast healing. Over 51 
million packages sold! 25¢, 60¢, 

85¢ sizes. Start using it today. 

Keep your skin clean with mild, pure 
Black and White Skin Soap. 
















Start now to have a lighter, brighter 
skin appearance with 
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be SKIN LIGHTENER 


* 4 BSOLUTELY GUARANTEED 
to lighten your skin, or your money 
back at once! 


i STAR GLOW oept. 1c7 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Send coupon 
for your 


Please rush to me a 6-week supply of Star Glow Skin 
Lightener on your money back guarantee offer. 
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Epileptics 
(Continued from Page 48) 


Tests of the I.Q. of a large number of 
people with the disease have shown that 
the average I.Q. is about the same as in the 
general population. Of course, many epi- 
leptics suffer mental deterioration but also 
do non-epileptics, with very little difference 
in the two groups. 

Another much discussed question con- 
cerns the inheritance of the disease. Re- 
cent statistics show that epilepsy is not 
handed down to children as frequently as 
formerly believed. Many epileptics have 
had normal children and many normal peo- 
ple have had epileptic children. 

There are fields where scientific re- 
search has advanced knowledge about epi- 
lepsy. One has been in the field of diag- 
nosis. A machine, called the electroen- 
cephalograph, has been invented which re- 
cords tiny electric impulses from all living 
human brains. 

There is a pattern of these impulses 
which is characteristic of the normal con- 
dition. Still-another pattern is character- 
istic of the epileptic. With this instrument, 
it is possible not only to determine whether 
an attack is a true epileptic seizure but 
also to diagnose the epileptic even between 
attacks. 

The other great advance has been in 
treatment. There are a number of drugs 
that will, in most instances, keep the dis- 
ease under control even if they do not cure 
it. These drugs, the chief one being called 
dilantin, are strong remedies and should 
never be used except under the guidance 
of a physician. 

Epilepsy is so common that everyone is 
likely to come in direct contact with it. 
Nothing is so frustrating as to be unable 
to aid the unfortunate victim. An official 
of the American Red Cross has given a set 
of rules on what to do in case of an at- 
tack. These are: 

1. Remove nearby objects against which 
the victim may injure himself during the 
convulsion, but do not restrain him. 

2. Protect him from biting his tongue if 
possible by inserting an appropriate flat 
object between the upper and lower teeth. 
Be cautious and gentle. 

3. Do not question the victim after the 
attack. Epileptics, like all others who have 
undeserved difficulties, are sensitive. 

4. Permit him to rest or sleep. He is 
likely to be drowsy and to need rest. Im- 
mediate activity may lead to another con- 
vulsion. 

5. Communicate with a responsible fam- 
ily member or a physician. 

In addition to these safety rules, it is ob- 
vious that epileptics should not be allowed 
to drive a car, to go swimming, or to stand 
on a precipitous edge such as a hill. cliff, 
river bank, scaffolding, etc. 

The most important warning of all, how- 
ever, is to do what you can to dissipate the 
unjustified stigma that has been attached 
to the condition. 
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(Continued from Page 36) 


drifted away by ourselves. Just the two of 
us on moonlight nights, cheek to cheek on 
the beach facing the soothing lullaby of 
the sea like all the other lovers. 


GUMMER FADED into autumn. The 
boats began leaving the pier with loads 
of homeward-bound vacationers, tanned 
and exhausted from their weeks of play. 
I had to face it. Soon Mary and I would 
go our separate ways, she to her small 
home town and I back to Harlem. 

The day after Labor Day. Mr. Martin 
handed me a bonus. “Well. that’s it, 
White.” he said. “Hope to see you the first 
of May.” 

I'd had a pretty good season, ending up 

with $800. Rather than return to the city, 
I decided to take a chance in Mary’s home 
town. Living would be cheaper there, I 
told myself. But I’d known for weeks that 
I couldn’t give her up, even though I 
hadn’t admitted it to myself. 
_T’d always been considered somewhat of 
a wolf. My success with women, I think, 
was due to my baby face and an approach 
that seemed able to break down most de- 
fenses. But somehow, I could never quite 
get started with Mary. Not that I didn’t 
want to. 

Many a night we’d lain out under the 
stars, with only the glow of the moon light- 
ing the scene, I had reached for her and 
drawn her so close that the warmth and 
softness of her would kindle a flame deep 
inside me. 

Yet. even though my heart raced and 
the blood boiled through my veins, I’d never 
gone off the deep end. Something—I don’t 
know what—held me back, prevented me 
from going further than kisses that fairly 
burned my hungry lips. 

Often I’d draw away to see a baffled, 
questioning look in her eyes. At first. they 
would mirror her stirred-up emotions, but 
in the long silences that followed, the fire 
of desire would die down and be replaced 
by a hurt expression. In my heart, I knew 
Iwas doing the right thing. My own long- 
ing for love was so great that just think- 
ing about her made me weak and all soft 
inside, 

But my whole life was now wrapped up 
in this lovely woman and no other woman, 
past or future. could ever mean anything 
tome. I built dream castles around her 
and was determined not to do anything 
that might tear them down. 

I found a job in Mary’s town my second 
day there. I was back to washing dishes, 
but because of Mary and the future I 
wanted us to share, the spark of ambition 
blazed and grew stronger. I had always 

en musically inclined, but had never 


done anything about it in a serious way. 
Now, I began taking saxophone lessons 
and really studying. Within six months, I 
was playing like an old pro. 

With the deep. rich tone I developed and 
my natural flair for putting new touches to 
music as it was written. I began to attract 
the attention of local musicians. Then I 
began sitting in with a combo that played 
in Tim’s bar on week-ends. 

Eventually, the fellows asked me to join 
the group and it wasn’t long before we’d 
made quite a reputation for ourselves. I 
quit my job and become a full-time mu- 
sician. 

Mary and I were together almost con- 
stantly now. Tim had given her a job as 
waitress in his place. which made things 
perfect because our group was still playing 
there on week-ends. We'd spoken several 
times about getting married, but nothing 
definite had come of it. I confess I was 
more or less content to go on as we were 
for a while. 

I was saving money regularly because, 
after we got married, I was certain I 
wouldn’t want her to continue working. I 
wanted her even more than ever, but was 
satisfied just to be near her. Far from be- 
ing jealous of the admiring glances men al- 
ways gave her when we were out together, 
I was proud that I was the one she had 
picked to favor with her time and attention. 

Things finally came to a head one night 
when I happened to overhear a'conversa- 
tion, that actually meant the beginning of 
the end. It was a Friday night and we 
were playing at Tim’s for a dance given by 
some social club. 

It was between sets. and as the boys left 
the bandstand for intermission, I headed 
for the washroom. A little alcove separated 
the doors marked “His” and “Hers” from 
the main floor. As I approached the men’s 
room, I heard voices raised in heated dis- 
cussion. I slowed my steps, then halted 
as I recognized the growling voice of 
Chuck, the drummer. 

“Damn it. Eddie!” I heard Chuck say. 
“Why can’t you leave that chick alone? 
Sure. she’s on the make for anything wear- 
ing pants. but he doesn’t know it.” 

My heart froze as I heard Eddie’s reply. 
“Then shame on him! If Walters’ too slow 
for her, why should I look the other way? 
I’m no square.” 

My head swam in dizzy circles. I knew 
they were talking about me. but I didn’t 
want to believe it. But there was no point 
in kidding myself. I was the only Walter 
I was still 
when they came out. They exchanged quick 
glances. then Chuck walked up and said 
awkwardly. “My man!” 

Silently. I brushed past them and closed 
the door behind me. Chuck’s angry whis- 
per seemed to explode through the door. 
“He’s wise now—you rotten dog—things 
are really loused up now!” Eddie mumbled 
something as they moved away. 

The rest of the night was one big blur. 
I was numb all over, unable to feel a thing. 
They told me later that I really blew my 


around. rooted to the spot 


heart off that night. Without realizing it 
I took off on a solo on “Body and Soul” 
that was the weirdest thing anyone pres- 
ent had ever heard. People were talking 
about it for months afterwards. 

Somehow, the numbness wore off and I 
began to feel again. Whatever doubts I 
harbored were shoved into the background 
the minute I was alone with Mary, holding 
her in my arms and feeling the softness of 
her lips. “Will you marry me, darling?” 
I heard my voice saying. 

She smiled. 

“Now—right away!” There was an ur- 
gency in my tone that must have made her 
know that this wasn’t one of the routine 
proposals I had made at regular intervals. 
This was it, the real thing. 

Mary raised her face and when our lips 
met I had my answer. It was yes. 

We went to Washington for our honey- 
moon. [ was deliriously happy all during 
the train ride. I sat gazing with growing 
impatience at my wife, my hungry eyes tak- 
ing in the beauty of her face, the perfec- 
tion of her lovely black hair. In the few 
hours we’d been married, I’d discovered 
how vain she was of her crowning glory. 

She brushed and combed it for long 
minutes until it would come alive with the 
brilliance of its raven’s wing lustre. Then 
she’d fuss and pat it until every strand 
was in place. Thinking back, I could never 
remember seeing it mussed or the slightest 
bit disturbed. 

The moment the bellboy left us alone in 
our hotel room at the Dunbar, a strange. 
almost frightening change came over Mary. 
Her eyes took on a glaze, and her lips. 
moist and parted. trembled as she came to 
me. My arms went around her and the 
quivering of her body was as if a chill had 
come over her. Our kiss was a fierce blend- 
ing of eager, straining lips and a white- 
hot flame enveloped me as we plunged into 
a boiling sea of passion . . . 

It was night. I wandered the streets of 
Washington, not noticing where I was go- 
ing. Mary was back at the hotel deep in 
an exhausted sleep. I thought of her as I 
walked, lying as I'd left her with her glori- 
ous hair wild and disheveled on the pil- 
low. The blood still pumped through my 
veins like water through a high pressure 
hose and my lips still ached from Mary’s 
fierce, unrestrained kisses. I’d been around, 
known many women, but— 

The night breeze cooled my face and I 
wished it would blow away the bitter- 
sweet memories of Mary’s uninhibited love- 
making. I discovered that she was no inno- 
cent, blushing bride. but that didn’t dis- 
turb me. Neither of us had pretended to 
be what we were not. What frightened me 
was the wild abandon with which she 
plumbed the depths of love. the primitive 
passions that were released in her. 

But the more I thought about Mary, the 
less inclined I was to try to figure out her 
complex personality. I loved her. I wouldn’t 
want her changed one bit. I glanced up at 
a street sign; R street and 14th. I turned 
abruptly and hurried back to the hotel. I 
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didn’t want Mary to find me gone when she 
woke up. 

Life was wonderful for me the next few 
months. There were plenty of band dates 
to keep me busy. We moved in with Mary’s 
mother, a widow who seemed happy to have 
a man around the house. Without realiz- 
ing what I was doing, I insisted that Mary 
build her life around me. I couldn’t bear 
to be away from her for any length of time, 
so I took her with me on all my engage- 
ments. 

She’d sit in an empty booth or beside 
the bandstand, nursing a bottle of beer 
until it was time to go home. Between sets, 
[ would come down and join her. We'd al- 
ways be alone. Eddie and the other guys 
in the band steered clear of Mary now 
that she was my wife, and if they had any 
comments, they kept them to themselves. 

We'd both sleep late, as night workers 
do, then take in a show or play cards dur- 
ing the afternoon and evening. If I hap- 
pened not to be working some night, we'd 
go to two shows or play more cards. Mary 
had practically nothing to do, since her 
mother insisted on taking care of the house. 

\s time passed, she complained about 
being bored with the routine we'd settled 
down to, but because just being with her 
was enough for me, I laughed off my wife’s 
dissatisfaction. Only later did I discover 
how selfish I'd been in trying to erect a 
wall around us. It was only a question of 
time before Mary would rebel and break 
out of the private little world I wanted 
to keep as a sanctuary. 

“But at least we can have a place of our 
own,” Mary said one day when the ques- 
tion came up again for the hundredth time. 

[ put my arms around her and drew 
down the corners of my mouth. “Aw, don’t 
be like that, baby.” I told her. “Mom 
would be lonely without us. We’re doing all 


right—saving money and really living the 
life!” 

“That’s the real reason. Walter.” she 
pouted. 


PLANTED a kiss on the tip of her nose 
and smiled. “Okay. so I want to keep 
you to myself. I don’t want a house or a 
job or anything to take you away from me 
for one minute. Anything wrong in that?” 
She twisted out of my arms and walked 
to the bedroom window. “Yes, Walter—it’s 
all wrong,” she said quietly, staring out on 
the suburban street. She swung around, 
her eyes desperate. “I’m not some kind of 
pet to be caged up all the time. I’m a hu- 
man being, a healthy, normal woman who 
needs companionship of other people. This 
loneliness is bugging me!” 
“You have me. just as I have you,” I re- 
minded her. 
“But can’t you see that’s not enough?” 
Her voice was pleading and she came to- 


ward me with her hands out. “I need 
other people, too. I need Jaughter—I 
need 


“Other men? Guys like Eddie. maybe?” 
I hadn’t intended for my voice to be as 
cold and harsh as it came out. But there 
9 
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it was. I'd said it; something that must 
have been gnawing at my subconscious ever 
since that night at Tim’s bar when I over- 
heard Chuck and Eddie. 

Mary stopped short, wincing as if I'd 
struck her full in the face. Her lips tight- 
ened. The silence was almost unbearable. 
“What about Eddie?” she said at last. 
sounding dead and drained of all emotion. 

Instantly, I regretted my remark, but it 
was too late to undo whatever damage 
had been done. Mary refused to be paci- 
fied. She dashed from the house and 
hadn’t come home by the time I had to 
leave for work. It seemed strange to be 
sitting up on the bandstand and not be 
able to look over at Mary every now and 
then or to talk with her during intermis- 
sion. 

I called the house several times, but 
Mom said each time that Mary wasn’t 
there. The last time I called. Mom herself 
sounded a little worried. although she tried 
to make light of it. 

Sonny Burke, the piano player, had a 
station wagon he used for carrying the fel- 
lows and their instruments. He dropped 
me off first because I'd already declined an 
invitation to go with them to some after- 
hours spot. 

“You're just an old married man.” Son- 
ny laughed, as we pulled up in front of 
the house. “Sorry you won't join the 
party.” 

“I’m beginning to think there’s some- 
thing to this marriage jive, the way Walt 
heads for home each and every night!” 
Chuck chimed in. 

Eddie didn’t crack. and in the mood I 
was in, it was a good thing he didn’t. I no- 
ticed a car standing under a street lamp a 
short way down the street. 

“Say, isn’t that Gil Turner’s convertible 
up there?” Sonny asked, peering through 
the windshield. 

“Tt sure is!’’ Chuck replied. 
that red fish-tail. anywhere.” 

Eddie chuckled. “Wonder what married 
chick he’s fooling around with now?” 

I grabbed my saxophone case and 
jumped out of the car. “Later, fellows,” 
I said. 

Five minutes later, Mary came in the 
house. Her eyes were shining a little too 
brightly. as if she’d been drinking. I want- 
ed to talk to her, ask her where she’d been. 
apologize for the crack I'd made _ that 
morning. But with a brief “hello”, she 
got undressed, climbed into bed and lay 
with her face turned to the wall. 

I lay beside her a long time, trying to 
figure a way to break through the wall of 
silence she’d thrown around herself. But 
when sleep finally overtook me [I still 
hadn’t said the things that my heart was 
aching to say. 

The next morning, Mary acted as if 
nothing unusual had occurred and I was 
too relieved to dig up a lot of past history. 
All I wanted was to see her smile again. 
But something had happened. Things were 
never quite the same again. Mary never 
went out with me on “gigs” any more, and 


“Td know 


since a call for a job like that usually came 
the morning of the same day, I accepted 
her excuse that it was too short notice, 

But soon, she stopped going to Tim’s, 
where we had the regular week-end _ job, 
She pleaded headaches or other conven. 
ient ills, or said she wanted to read a book 
or help her mother. 

Even this wasn’t so bad, but when I dis. 
covered she actually was going out. I was 
furious. I found out, purely by accident, 
Mary and I were sitting around in the 


living room, not finding much to talk 
about. Lately, we’d been just eyeing each 


other like a couple of caged tigers. 

She was sitting on a foot stool, a sheet 
of tissue spread on her lap. doing her nails, 
I got tired of waiting for her to say some. 
thing, so I jammed a cigarette between 
my lips and growled, “Got a light?” 

Without looking up she said, “In my 
purse.” 

I ran my hand into her overstuffed hand- 
bag. On the cover of the book of matches 
[ pulled out was the advertisement: “Club 
Gaytime.” My hand shook as I lit my 
cigarette. Then my eye fell on a folded 
scrap of paper that lay on top the rest 
of the junk in the pocketbook. Scribbled 
on the paper was a name—a man’s name— 
and a phone number. 

I cleared my throat and held up the 
match book as if seeing it for the first time, 
*“Hmm—Club Gaytime,” I read. “That's 
the new place that just opened up.” 

“Yes, it’s nice,” Mary said, concentrating 
on her half-moons. 

“You've been there?” I tried to keep my 
voice level. She nodded, and I asked. 
“When?” 

Mary replaced the cap on the bottle of 
polish with an air of finality and stood up. 
“Last night,” she said casually. 

I fought down the sudden rage that 
boiled up in me. “Alone?” 

“No, I was with—a friend.” 

Just like that. Nothing more. No ex 
planation, not a word about who she was 
with or why she had gone out after telling 
me yesterday that she didn’t feel up to 
accompanying me on a job. I had to al- 
most bite my tongue to keep from demand- 
ing whether she’d been out with another 
man. 

But my pride had already been shattered 
and I was afraid that things would be said 
for which we’d both be sorry afterwards. 
Mary didn’t seem to be the least bit affect- 
ed and announced very coolly that she was 
going out again that night. 

For the first time in months, I went out 
with the boys after work. I'd called home 
during our last intermission and learned 
that Mary wasn’t in. When I finally got 
home, I was as high as a Georgia pine. 
Mary was already in bed and although I 
purposely knocked about the room, she 
gave no indication that I was anywhere 
near her. 

Without my realizing it, things went 
from bad to worse. Unable to force myself 
to discuss the problem openly with Mary, 
I brooded over the change in our relation 
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ship. Men began phoning for her and she 
would have long, mysterious sounding con- 
yersations with them that aroused my curi- 
osity and at the same time only angered 
me more. 

We drifted farther and farther apart and 
I found it impossible to make love to Mary, 
even though my arms ached to hold her 
and I longed to hear her tell me she still 
loved me. But I carried too much bitter- 
ness in my heart to risk that look of con- 
tempt that welled up in her eyes whenever 
I started to pry into her private life. 

Her life. now. was strictly private. What 
I knew of it came from other people; 
rumors and bits of gossip that came to my 
ears. I listened, even though it was self- 
torture. To ease the pain I began to drink 
heavily. The liquor helped wash away the 
vivid images that began to run through my 
brain—Mary out dancing with another 
man, laughing up at him as they blended 
their bodies and swayed to the music. And 
then— ? 

Whiskey and music don’t mix. My play- 
ing was affected. I got into arguments with 
the fellows in the band as well as night 
club owners. Once I almost got the guys 
fired because I threatened to take a poke 
Finally, Eddie took me aside 
one night and said: “You’ve been hitting 
the bottle pretty hard, here lately, Walt. 
Why don’t you take a couple of weeks off 
to straighten yourself out? Man, you'll flip 
your wig. if you don’t!” 

“Wha’s it to you?” I mumbled, feeling 
the drinks I'd already downed. 

“Nothing. man.” he told me. “Personal- 
ly, I don’t care what you do, as long as it 
doesn’t hurt the band. If you don’t check 
up. you'll have all of us fired.” 

“You like sticking your nose in other 
people’s business. don’t you?” I demanded, 
leering at him drunkenly. “First Mary and 
now me!” 

Something inside me snapped and I 
lunged at Eddie. flooring him with a solid 
smash to the jaw. The second before my 
fist drove home. his face was the face of all 
the men who had ever known Mary. I was 
hitting all the men she was running around 
with now. I was getting my revenge. They 
didn’t have to ask me to take off any time. 
Iknew I was through as a musician. 

I stayed home, finding comfort in bottle 
after bottle of raw. burning liquor. Mary 
didn’t even bother to conceal her scorn, 
and she seemed to flaunt her numerous af- 
fairs openly. I’d begin each day with a vow 
tomake a fresh start, but it didn’t work. 


at the boss. 


()NE NIGHT I tried to force my atten- 

tions on my wife. She just lay there 
and laughed at me. A hard core of resent- 
ment grew in me like a cancer. I even 
tried leaving her, but after one night away 
from the house. I was right back where I 
started. 

I'd lie awake nights listening for the 
hard click-clack of her heels on the pave- 
Ment, the muffled voices floating in from 
the darkened porch, her low-pitched laugh 
and the sound of a car speeding away. 
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the very first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
this method. Heaith culture asked this well-known au- 
thority on legs to write a series of articles on the funda- 
mentals of this type of method. This magazine believed 
their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 


SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10-DAY TRIAL! 


You would be glad to pay any price to gain shapely 
legs. but ‘Shapely Legs Home Method"’ is yours for 
low introductory price of only $1.98 complete. 
98 plus postage with postman on de- 
livery (in plain wrapper). Or send only $1.98 with order 
and we pay postage. You must see satisfactory results, 
or return course and your money will be refunded. 


MODERN METHODS Dept. SL-TC7A 


296 BROADWAY NEW YORK 7, N. Y. 
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Send Your Poems Today For Free Examination to 
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WHY WAS SHE DESIRED? 


it was said that she used 
“*Witchcraft’’*! She did noth- 
ing, but men followed her! 
Yes! she had control of love 
with ‘‘Witchcraft,’’* because 
‘*Witchcraft’’* is powerful! 
A few drops can do the trick! 
Why not let ‘‘Witchcraft’’* 
work for you? You must win 
with it. You, too, will bless 
the day you started using 
“*Witchcraft’’ drops now... 
today. 100% 10 day money-back guarantee if not 
delighted. Send only $2.00 with order (if €.0.D. 
$2.50). Full directions. 
WITCHCRAFT, Dept. NN 
125 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 
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CALLING FOR PRACTICAL 


NURSES! 


EASY TO LEARN AT HOME 
Help fill the need for Trained Practical Nurses 
in your community or travel. Wayne Train- 
ing Plan, welcomed by doctors, prepares you Excellent 
for experience—at homein spare time. Many E ing 
earn while learning. NO HIGH SCHOOL arn & 
NEEDED. Ages 15 to 55 accepted. Nurses Opportunity 
for Full or 
Spare Time 
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HIGH SCHOOL jov: 


No classes to attend. Easy spare-time train- 
ing covers big choice of subjects. Friendly 
instructors; standard texts. Full credit for 
previous schooling. Diploma awarded. 
Write now for FREE catalog! 
WAYNE SCHOOL Catalog Has-27 
2527 Sheffield Ave., Chicago 14, Illinois 


DON’T LET UGLY 
PIMPLES 


RUIN YOUR LOOKS 


Don’t neglect an externally caused pimply 
broken out skin that nobody loves to touch! 
Apply wonderfully medicated Poslam Ointment 
tonight—check results next morning after just 
one application! 

Poslam contains all 9 ingredients well known 
toskinspecialists—works faster, moreeffectively 
to help you to a finer complexion. Apply it after 
washing skin with non-alkali Poslam Soap. At 
druggists everywhere—costs so little. 
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Men and women who have abused and tor- 
tured hair and scalp for years with excessive 


washing, 


alcohol tonics, permanents, dyes, 


rinses, bleaches and now must pay the pen- 
alty because you've dried up or washed away 
the natural scalp oils that keep hair growing 
thick, luxurious, soft, flexible, strong, shiny 


and handsome 


. . . folks who comb hair with 


one hand and throw it away with the other 


. if you are alarmed at the receding hair 


line, the spreading bald spots, the thinning 
and falling hair because the scalp is shrunk 
tight, flaky with dandruff, itching all from 


dryness... 


replace the natural oils gone 


from hair and scalp with LANOLIN from the 


lowly 


sheep ... the sheep whose problem 


isn’t growing hair but getting rid of it. It’s 


simple, 


easy and astonishingly successful. 


All you do is ask for NIL-O-NAL (spells lan- 


olin backwards) 


. use NIL-O-NAL as di- 


rected daily on scalp and hair. In only 30 
days see NIL-O-NAL repair the damage of 
dryness, see longer, thicker, more luxurious, 
shiny, wavy hair, or money back. Order today. 


$3.00 jar, only $2.00 plus tax and C.O 
postage. 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 
SEND NO MONEY ae 
----------- 
NIL-O-NAL Company, Dept 723J . 
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242 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ml. 


Rush me the 240 day supply of NIL-O-NAL. If | 
everything you've said isn’t 100% true, and 
I'm not entirely delighted, I can return un- 
used portion after 30 days and receive full re- ] 


fund. (Economy offer . . . THREE $2.00 Jars | 
only $5.00 plus tax, same guarantee.) | 
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(Print Plainly) | 
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STATE 

[) Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman only $2.00 per | 
jar plus 20% Fed. tax and C.O.D. postage. | 
THREE $2.00 Jars only $5.00 plus 20% Fed. 
tax and C.O.D. Postage. | 
Enclosed is cash, check or money order for | 
$2.40. $6.00 for Economy Offer. | 
Send Prepaid. 
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Always, when she entered the bedroom, 
I'd pretend to be asleep. During the day, 
we'd snap at each other like animals and 
finally, in disgust, her mother moved out, 
leaving the place to us. 

Where do fouled-up relationships like 
that end? Usually in the divorce court or 
with a separation. But for some crazy rea- 
son that drove me on and on, I clung to 
something rotten just because it once had 
been beautiful. I'd have given anything in 
the world to have been able to cut myself 
loose from Mary. It was impossible. 

Then I sank lower than I'd thought pos- 
sible. I started following Mary, spying on 
her when she’d meet men a few blocks 
away from the house, trailing them in my 
old beat-up car. I'd sit cold and cramped 
behind the wheel of my car parked outside 
some bar or night club, waiting for them 
to come out. Suffering the torture of the 
damned, I’d watch them slip into some out- 
of-the-way apartment— 

Don’t ask me why I did it. It made no 
sense to me and I didn’t stop to analyze 
my motives. I don’t know whether it’s pos- 
sible, but I loved and hated her at the 
same time. 

One night, as the tragedy moved in- 
evitably toward the fatal climax. I woke 
Mary a few hours after she had come 
home, reeling slightly and humming to 
herself. I tried to speak calmly. Somehow 
I sensed that this was our last chance. 

“Mary. can’t we stop this crazy merry- 
go-round and make a_ new start?” [| 
pleaded. “We’ve both been trying to hurt 
each other and maybe we were too good at 
n.” 

She merely grunted and shifted per po- 
sition in the bed. “TH—T’ll straighten up. 
I promise. If you'll stop this—” I couldn’t 
say it. I couldn’t put into words the very 
thoughts that were driving me crazy day 
and night. I waited for her answer. 

It came. low and unemotional, slashing 
to bits the last shreds of self respect I pos- 
sessed. “It’s too late to change things. 
Walter.” she told me. “It was too late after 
you made that crack about Eddie and me. 
Yes, I thought I was in love with him once. 
But when I married you, I made up my 
mind there’d be no one else.” 

She sat up suddenly, her usually undis- 
turbed hair flying off in all directions. “But 
you were afraid to let me have friends, go 
out and have fun. It was as if you were 
afraid to let me out of your sight because 
you didn’t trust me. Neither one of us 
‘told all’ when we got married. I didn’t ask 
you for a list of your old flames. 

“When you began acting as if I were a 
woman who'd go for any man at the drop 
of a hat, I decided I might as well live up 
to your idea of me. Yes, there was Eddie 
and a lot of others, too.” 

Then, as I sat there with my head in my 
hands, she coldly enumerated the times 
when, the places where and the men who. 
“But no matter what I did.” I heard her 
say with a contempt. mingled with hatred, 
“T didn’t stoop as low as you did! I knew 


all along you've been following me, spying 
on me. I hope you got an eyeful!” 

The realization dawned on me, that there 
was only one way out. It was early Decem. 
ber. The cold, dry wind whipped at my 
coat as I waited outside Tim’s bar. where 
I had followed Mary and some fellow I'd 
never seen before. Time dragged on. 

I moved into the vacant field across the 
street, keeping my eye on the door. The 
dead blades of grass crackled under my 
feet as I shifted them to keep warm. Oc. 
casionally, I caught the sound of a screech. 
ing trumpet or a moaning saxophone. It 
was dawn when she came out. 

I ran my hand inside my coat and felt 
the cold steel of a butcher knife. How had 
it gotten there? I could remember nothing 
since that awful moment when Mary laid 
bare her soul. Everything looked unreal in 
the dingy gray of the dawn. 

If things had gone as usual, nothing 
would have happened. Mary would have 
gotten into the car and I would have 
dragged myself home, tossing the knife out 
onto the roadside somewhere. But Tim’s 
front door burst open and Mary dashed 
out. Behind her was a thin. apologetic 
looking man, who seemed to shrink before 
the fury of her anger. 

“And you stood right there and let him 
call me all these dirty names!” Mary was 
screaming. “What kind of man are you? 
It didn’t make any difference how well he 
knew me, I don’t take that from anybody! 
Oh—” Her voice trailed off into an ex 
asperated sound of futility. She whirled 
and rushed across the street. 

“Wait—Mary, wait!” the man _ yelled. 
“Tl take you home!” 

But Mary ignored him. I saw her com 
ing toward me, and it was like a night 
mare. My heart hammered as I saw her 
come closer. I could see the set, angry 
expression on her lovely face. Her shoe 
heels made dull, hollow sounds on_ the 
frozen ground. I stepped out from the 
shadows. 

*“Mary—” 

A startled sound burst from her lips 
Then she recognized me and a sneer curled 
her lips. Lips whose sweetness I’d tasted 
so long ago. But the words that came from 
her mouth were vile and wicked. 

Something blazed up inside me like a 
blinding sheet of red flame. My arms went 
around her—but the knife, somehow, was 
clutched in my fist. She didn’t struggle, 
just stood there with a brazen, unashamed 
light in her eyes and a contemptuous smile 
on her lips. 

I bent my head to hers. I wanted to 
wipe the sneer from her face. Our lips 
met. Slowly, deliberately, I brought the 
knife down and felt it plunge into her soft, 
warm flesh. 

She went rigid, then strangely limp. 

Mary paid for her sin. I will pay for 
mine, for next week my trial begins and 
I know how I shall plead. But whose 
crime was greater, mine or hers? 


You be the judge. 
THE END 
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of obvious refinement he’d seen in my face. 
“And so attractive, too,” he’d added. Mr. 
M-80 ended his letter simply. He was 
looking forward to the pleasure of hearing 
from me again. 

I wrote to him that very evening. It was 
fun telling him about Caiville, my pupils, 
Aunt Agatha’s big white house, the books 
I'd been reading, the music I liked. I hadn’t 
really meant to end it by complaining about 
Carville, how dull and small and stifling 
it had become lately. I hadn’t meant to, 
but I did. 

“I suspect you must be lonely, too, in 
spite of the very busy life you lead,” Mr. 
M-80 wrote back promptly. “Surrounded 
by the world, one can still tind true friend- 
ship. real understanding lacking.” I was 
pleased by that streak of warm sentimental- 
iy in Mr. M-80. It showed . well, it 
had to . . . that he was kind and thought- 
ful and sensitive. 

I suppose it was inevitable that, as the 
weeks flew by, as our letters winged back 
and forth, my curiosity, my eagerness to 
know more about Mr. M-80 should grow. 
Once or twice, I’d ever so casually men- 
tioned how close Carville was to Chicago. 
Surely, I thought hopefully, surely he 
would some day come right out and ask to 
meet me. 

When I’d just about resigned myself to 
the sad conviction that Mr. M-80 was strict- 
ly the armchair type of male, or just ab- 
normally shy, it happened that letter 
asking for our first date. I wasn’t to un- 
derstand until later, much later, that the 
drawn-out waiting, the built-up anticipa- 
tin, was all part of the dreadful, clever 
game. Almost hesitantly, Mr. M-80 sug- 
gested our meeting in Chicago. And didn’t 
itseem time to drop those ridiculous code 


numbers? He signed himself Harry Ains- 
lee in that letter. 
I could hardly wait until that bright 


Saturday afternoon in April, when I met 
Harry Ainslee. I hoped nervously, as I 
burried through the bustling station toward 
the periodical stand, where we’d agreed to 
meet, that my face wasn’t as scarlet as the 
perky, new spring straw I was wearing. It 
was foolish, I told myself, that a woman of 
ny age should be feeling so self-conscious. 

I was just going to meet and talk to a 
perfectly nice man. Thanks again to Aunt 
Agatha, I reflected wryly. She’d never given 
ne the opportunity to get on easy, natural 
lerms with one for any length of time. 

Just as I was thinking that, a man’s deep, 
pleasant voice said, “Miss Sue Drake . . . 
ithas to be.” And I swung around to gaze 
up at a tall. smiling man wearing an expen- 


sively-cut gray suit. Immediately, the pan- 
icky embarrassment that was sweeping me 
evaporated. Harry’s smile, his lean, bronzed 
face, were so easy and gay. And he was 
handsome . . . even handsomer than his 
photo. 

It was one of those breezy, wonderful 
golden days that spring brings to Chicago. 
It would have seemed no less wonderful 
had a hurricane been blowing. Right off, 
Harry took me to lunch at one of the lovely 
hotels overlooking the ruffled, blue lake. We 
got acquainted, or, as Harry humorously 


insisted, we were just cementing an old 
friendship. After all, there was so much 


we already knew about each other. 

He said laughingly, over dessert: “Miss 
Drake, I’ve a confession to make. You were 
wonderful in your letters, so wonderful, I 
was almost afraid you couldn’t measure up 
to them. I needn’t have worried,” he 
chuckled. “As a matter of fact, from now 
on, I'll hardly be satisfied just hearing from 
you. As you might guess, I don’t usually go 
in for this sort of thing . . . joining cor- 
respondence clubs, dating strange ladies.” 

“T guess that makes us even,” I mur- 
mured, smilingly blushing as our eyes met. 

Nothing that we did was spectacular. 
After lunch, Harry took my arm and we 
went for a brisk stroll up Michigan Avenue. 
It was exhilarating, bending against the 
playful wind, feeling the light, strong touch 
of his arm against mine. An undercurrent 
of delightful camaraderie seemed to have 
sprung up between us. 

It was as if I’'d known him forever. We 
spent an hour or so roaming about the old 


art museum. Harry was an enchanting 
companion, making the beautiful canvases 


come to life for me as he spun out an end- 
less fund of anecdotes concerning the 
artists and their subjects. All too soon, the 
hours flew by. 

But Harry insisted that we have dinner 
before it was time to escort me back to my 
train. At another smart hotel, he asked me 
to dance. He couldn’t have been more dec- 
orous in the way he held me. But through 
the thin fabric of my suit, his light but firm 
touch sent a quivering response racing 
through me. Suddenly, I wanted the day 
never to end. And I was scared, scared to 
death that Harry wasn’t going to ask to see 
me again. 

I needn’t have worried. At the station, as 
we waited for my train, he took my hand, 
and his dark eyes were earnest, pleading. 
“Miss Drake Sue. Shall it be next 
week? Same time and place?” 

I nodded radiantly, as the train pulled in. 
“Of course, Harry. It’s been such fun,” I 
breathed. 

It was the following Saturday, the end of 
another blissful day. Harry kissed me 
goodbye that day. All the way back on the 
train, I was lightheaded, dizzy, remember- 
ing the swift excitement of his lips on mine. 
It seemed a matter of course, after that, our 
Saturday dates. Almost with a feeling of re- 
sentment, I remembered that Betty’s wed- 
ding was scheduled for the second week in 
June on one of our precious Saturdays. 
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I explained to Harry as we strolled arm 
in arm along a strip of lake front, where 
we'd gone to watch the crisp, taut sails of 
the small boats against the shining water. 
“T shouldn’t complain,” I said with a rueful 
smile. “It’s only one Saturday.” 

Harry tipped up my chin. He looked 
deep into my eyes as I finished speaking 
and said huskily: “I begrudge missing even 
one day with you. I live for them, Sue. 
Maybe ... maybe you're beginning to 
feel a little like that, too.” 

I answered warmly, “Oh, Harry, these 
Saturdays have been grand. I only hope 
they never . . .” I couldn’t go on. I felt the 
blushes chasing over my face. 

Swiftly, Harry took me in his arms, obliv- 
ious to the amused but sympathetic glances 
of the passersby. “Sue ... you're trying 
to say you hope they'll never end. Oh, my 
darling. need we beat around the bush any 
longer? Need we wait? You must marry 
me soon... soon.” 

That’s how it happened, my hurry-up 
marriage to a man I’d known scarcely 
three months. Harry said, as we planned it 
later: “I’m not sharing you with Carville, 
darling. As soon as your school term ends, 
we ll marry and go straight to a little place 
I own out at Willow View, about fifty miles 
from here.” 

“Anywhere with you, Harry,” I answered 
joyously. “It sounds like heaven.” 

“Tt’s all of that,” Harry assured me soft- 
ly. “It’s secluded and sweet, on a small lake 
away from everywhere.” 


ETTY HUGGED me frantically when I 

told her the news, when I couldn’t keep 
it to myself any longer. “Oh, Sue! You 
quiet ones,” she laughed, “how’d you ever 
get to meet this dream man of yours?” 

I hoped the red in my face wasn’t show- 
ing too much as I reluctantly admitted how 
I'd come to know Harry. As I finished the 
telling, I noticed her happy expression had 
faded somewhat. “Honey,” she said dubi- 
ously, “it’s none of my business, I know, 
and I have heard there are perfectly nice, 
legitimate correspondence clubs all over 
the country. But, oh, Sue, are you sure... 
very sure you haven’t run into someone 
who isn’t quite . . . well, you know what 
I’m trying to say,” she ended lamely. 

“T know perfectly well what you’re try- 
ing to say.” I laughed confidently. “But I 
assure you, you’d eat your words if you ever 
met Harry. He’s . . . he’s just wonderful, 
Betty,” I sighed. “All I ever dreamed of in 
a man.” 

Betty still looked unconvinced, and as 
she started to protest again, I jumped to 
my feet. “Silly,” I cried, “I feel that I’m 
the luckiest girl in the world, and I don’t 
care who knows it.” But Betty still wasn’t 
looking completely satisfied when I kissed 
her and turned gaily away. 

Then that following evening, Phil Han- 
son dropped in to register a protest. “Hey. 
what’s all this nonsense I’ve been hearing 
from Betty about this air mail romeo of 
yours?” he growled unceremoniously, as 
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he sauntered in the living room and con- 
fronted me. 

For a moment, I glared resentfully into 
Phil’s gray eyes. Then I said angrily: “I 
spoke to Betty in confidence. It wasn’t 
exactly nice of her to . . .” 

“Whoa, honey.” Phil retorted calmly. 
“Betty was only acting in your interest, and 
you know it. And as for telling me... 
well, why not? It isn’t exactly a secret to 
anyone in Carville how different things 
might have been for us, if it hadn’t been 
for your Aunt Ag gumming up the works. 
I’m just taking the liberty of an old friend 
to make sure you're not getting into some- 
thing foolish.” 

“Stop talking ancient history, Phil,” I 
cried. “In any case, what has that to do 
WHE <<” 

“Everything, Sue,” Phil exploded sud- 
denly, as he came close and gripped my 
shoulders. “Doggone it, can’t you see? 
Betty just gave me the jolt I needed .. . 
to make me see, I still care for you plenty. 
I just gave up too easily. A guy has pride, 
you know. But hang the pride and hang 
the ancient history, Sue. If you’ll just say 
the word, there’s no reason why we can’t 
take up where we left off. Aunt Ag isn’t 
around to get in the way any more.” 

As Phil spoke, my annoyance evaporated 
like mist. Suddenly, I was remembering all 
the old sweet magic that had been between 
us, remembering the dreams we’d had, the 
plans we’d shared. But, it was too late, 
now. Harry had come into my life—Harry, 
who had the power to make my blood sing 
with ecstasy, my lips yearn for his kisses. 

“Phil! Phil!” I said as gently as I could. 
“It’s too late. It’s all finished between us. 
I’m in love with Harry. He’s a grand per- 
son ... fine and sweet. I know our mar- 
riage will be a perfect one.” 

Phil said huskily: “Wait, Sue. Let’s give 
ourselves another chance. Don’t go rush- 
ing into something you'll regret.” 

I could feel my anger flooding back. I 
said coldly: “I’m tired of being treated like 
an irresponsible school girl. I know exactly 
what I’m about. Ill thank you and Betty 
to bear that in mind.” 

Slowly, Phil’s hands dropped to his side. 
He said in a low voice; “I guess I had that 
crack coming, Sue. But I had to say my 
piece, no matter what. And I’m still stick- 
ing to it. If... if you should... .” 

I said sharply as I turned abruptly away: 
“I’m sorry, Phil. That won’t happen. I’ve 
made up my mind.” 

Betty’s wedding was lovely, her face radi- 
ant as she marched down the aisle on a 
proud Bill Dennis’s arm, that following 
Saturday at the Presbyterian church. Thank 
goodness, all the envy was long since 
washed out of my heart, I thought, as I 
followed slowly behind in my _ billowing 
bridesmaid’s gown. I didn’t need to envy 
Betty or any other girl in the whole world, 
any more. In just one more week, I'd be 
marrying Harry Ainslee. 

Even now, remembering back to those 
brief, glorious days of my honeymoon, my 
breath still catches traitorously. Harry was 


an ideal lover, and I was a woman, deeply, 
ecstatically in love. There was no warning 
premonition, no inkling in my heart, of the 
dread horror that would soon fill it. 

I revelled in our pretty honeymoon cot- 
tage. We spent long, wondrous days stroll- 
ing in the surrounding lovely woods. We 
sat for dreamy, sun-drenched hours on the 
edge of a sparkling lake. In the long, bliss- 
ful evenings, we huddled close before the 
fireplace with clasped hands. 

Only Harry’s occasional business ab- 
sences seemed to mar our complete joy. It 
often left me lonely and at loose ends. 
Those times, I could scarcely await his re- 
turn from the city, so I could fling myself 
impatiently into his arms. But somehow, | 
managed to fill the dragging hours, keep. 
ing the tiny cottage band-box neat, prepar- 
ing tempting dishes that Harry liked. 

How content I felt, just being Harry's 
wife. But the rude awakening from my 
fool’s paradise was close. It all started with 
the letter from Mr. Briggs. He’d finally 
succeeded in selling the house to the 
Sloans, he’d written. He’d felt that he'd 
got rather a good price for it, considering 
its age and need of repairs. The sum was 
twelve thousand, and he’d enclosed the 
check. 

As I excitedly finished reading the letter 
that morning at the breakfast table, I hand- 
ed it over to Harry. Long before our mar- 
riage, I’d confided to Harry about the 
house. And I was pleased at the intelligent 
interest he’d taken in Mr. Briggs’s handling 
of the deal. Harry had strongly advised me 
to dispose of the property. “Before it be- 
comes a drug on the market, Sue.” he'd 
warned. Now, he nodded approvingly as he 
finished reading the letter from Mr. Briggs. 

“Of course, I haven’t seen the place. but 
that sounds like a very fair price, darling.” 
he said. Suddenly a gay, teasing expression 
crossed his face. “Well, have you made up 
your mind as to the disposal of your small 
fortune, Mrs. Ainslee?” he asked. 

I threw him an affectionate smile. I re- 
marked musingly: “Well, I’ve always kept 
a small account at the Carville bank. | 
suppose I could deposit it there.” 

For a mere instant, a taut look crossed 
Harry’s face. It cleared so swiftly, I was 
sure I’d imagined it. His voice was still 
gay. casual, as he answered. “As you 
please, darling. Only I was about to sug- 
gest, that as long as we’re planning to live 
in Chicago eventually, it might be more 
convenient as well as sensible to deposit it 
there.” And as Harry spoke, he rose swiftly 
and went toward the small desk in the liv- 
ing room. When he returned, he held out a 
long, white official looking slip of paper. 

I took it from him wonderingly. I gasped 
reading it. It was a checking account re 
ceipt for ten thousand dollars. It was made 
out jointly to Harry and Sue Ainslee. It 
had been dated the very day before our 
marriage, “Harry,” I cried, overwhelmed, 
“you didn’t need to do that. I didn’t ex 
pect ... a 

Harry said simply: “You’re my wife, Sue. 
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I wanted it that way.” He added even more 
modestly, “Of course, I have other holdings. 
Some rather good stocks, as well as this 
house. Naturally, I’m arranging for new, 
joint ownership of everything as soon as 
we return to Chicago.” 

I grabbed Harry’s hand and held it 
against my cheek. I said, past the lump in 
my throat: “We'll run into Chicago first 
thing tomorrow and deposit my check in 
our joint account.” Again I told myself I 
was only imagining it that 
greedy, fleeting expression in Harry’s eyes. 

I forgot it in the next instant as he gath- 
ered me in his arms and kissed me warmly. 
“I'm glad you love me, trust me enough to 
want it that way. Sue.” he murmured. I 
closed my eyes. swaying against him. I for- 
got about the check. I just wanted Harry 
to go on kissing me like that. never to stop. 

That next morning, early, Harry and I 
made a gay holiday trip into the city. With 
the check safely deposited, we started back. 
Harry seemed in an exceptionally high- 
spirited mood. We stopped at a small inn 
for a leisurely dinner. topped off by cham- 
pagne. 

Moonlight was soft, flooding our honey- 
moon cottage, as we neared Once in- 
side, Harry’s arms went swiftly about me. 
His kisses were liquid fire against my lips, 
His dark eyes were brilliant 
his voice a little unsteady 
sweet little Sue. 


” 


strange, 


my throat. 
from the wine, 
as he murmured: 
It’s almost a pity that : 
“What's a pity?” I asked drowsily, 
ly listening as I snuggled close. 
Only later was I to recall the way Harry 
caught himself, the quick way he added: 
“T was only thinking of our honeymoon, 
regretting it can’t last for- 


“Sue. 


hard- 


darling—only 


ever.” 
“But. we'll be returning here often,” I 
whispered. “every chance we get.” 


even more 


“Of course,” Harry 


quickly. “Every chance we get, Sue.” 


agreed 


HE BLOW fell that next morning. 
Harry had left the house but a scant 
moment earlier for a dip in the lake. Re- 
luctantly. I'd remained at the cottage. I was 
beginning to feel a little guilty about the 


flood of letters faithful Betty had been 
sending me. I hadn’t answered a one of 
them. I remembered that Harry had re- 


marked at breakfast that the car needed 


looking at. That meant a trip to the village 
and a chance to mail Betty’s letter out. 

I hadn’t noticed, as Harry pointed out. 
that something with the car 
motor. But then I was noticing very little 
these days aside from Harry. I thought with 
a blush. 

I'd barely begun my letter to Betty, when 
I heard a step on the porch and the ring of 
the doorbell. I ran to answer it. A stout, 
pleasant looking gentleman stood before 
me. “You'll be Mrs. Ainslee, I don’t doubt,” 
he said. “The name’s Torrance, 


was wrong 


bowing. 


Mrs. Ainslee Clem Torrance. I hate 
disturbing you folks this way, 


Matter of business.” 


but it’s a | 
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“That’s quite all right,” I smiled. “but 
Harry’s down at the lake right now.” 

“Don’t disturb him.” Mr. Torrance said. 
“T only stopped by to see whether you folks 
would like to avail yourselves of another 
two weeks rental of the cottage. It happens, 
some other folks are interested in taking it 
for the month of August. That leaves a full 
two weeks till then clear.” 

I said rather sharply: “You must be mis- 
taken. Mr. Torrance. My husband owns 
this cottage.” 

A puzzled expression spread over Mr. 


Torrance’s face. Slowly scratching his 
head, he said: “I’m afraid it’s you that’s 


mistaken, Mrs. Ainslee. I not only own 
this cottage, but three others on the far side 
of the lake that I rent out to summer folks. 
Perhaps your husband just neglected to ex- 
plain that to you.” 

I glared at him angrily. “I know every- 
thing there is to know of my husband’s af- 
fairs,” I answered tartly. 

Mr. Torrance began to look very un- 
happy. but his voice was firm enough as he 
said: “I’m terribly sorry. I seem to have 
upset you, Mrs. Ainslee.” 

I looked coldly past him. 
Harry returns I'll see he gets your mes- 
sage.” I said and with that parting shot, I 
turned abruptly and went inside. 


M Y ANGER began melting, though, 
once Mr. Torrance had gone. I even 
chuckled over it a little as I hurriedly fin- 
ished Betty’s letter and began tidying up 
the house. Swishing the dustmop around, 
I began rehearsing the amusing little story 
I was going to relate to Harry. 
By then, I'd started on the 
Bending to shove the mop under the bed, I 
felt a soft thud as it came against a solid 
object. Mystified, I knelt down to see what 
the obstruction could be. Then I saw the 


“As soon as 


bedroom. 


suitcases Harry’s suitcases. 
Still no warning bell clanged in my 


brain. I just wondered rather ruefully why 
he’d shoved them there. I distinctly re- 
membered that when we'd arrived at the 
cottage, we’d unpacked all mine and Har- 
ry’s things and set the empty cases in a 
neat stack behind a partition on the far side 
of the room. 

Reaching under the bed. I grasped the 
handle of the nearest case. I realized. with 
a small shock, that the suitcase was heavy. 
Feeling puzzled by now. I drew it from 
under the bed. And. then, I couldn’t have 
kept my fingers from unsnapping the lock 
if I'd wanted to. I had to see what was in 
those suitcases. I did. In the next second, 
I found myself gazing at the clothes spill- 
ing from it . . . Harry’s clothes. 

I remember thinking. rather stupidly, 
that Harry hadn’t even mentioned packing 
those bags. I remember straightening slow- 
ly and walking toward the partition. My 
clothing was all there. Where Harry’s 
should have been was just an empty space. 
Only then did the full, terrible implication 
of Mr. Torrance’s words—those packed 
suitcases—strike me. Harry had packed 


them secretly because he’d intended to 
leave me secretly. Harry was .. . 

I was sitting dazedly in a chair when 
Harry returned from the lake, ten minutes 


later. He was grinning broadly as he came 
to me. Then he glimpsed my face. my quiv- 


ering lips. “Why. Sue,” he exclaimed. 
“What's wrong? What’s upset you?” 

Slowly, I rose to my feet. And even as | 
stared into his dark, magnetic eyes .. . 
eyes that hid so much deceit and cunning 

I could still scarcely believe it. I said 
in a trembling voice: “I found your suit- 
cases, Harry. I found them all packed 
under the bed.” 

But already Harry had recovered him- 
self. His face was incredibly calm, almost 
amused, as he answered in that oddly ca- 
ressing voice that had so fascinated me, 
“So, it seems you’ve found me out, eh, Sue? 
In that case, there’s no point in further pre- 
tenses. I suppose I should apologize, how- 
ever, for my bad timing.” 

“Timing?” I repeated tonelessly. 

Harry smiled thinly. “I prefer graceful 
exits, my dear. I'd planned to be on my 
way by the time you got the bad news.” 

I felt my nails digging sharp red streaks 
in the palms of my hands. I said: “It was 
all just a lie. then . . . about the car need- 
ing repairs. You weren’t going to the vil- 
lage. You were going to that bank in Chi- 
cago, to clear out that checking account. 
Your own ten thousand was just a bait with 
which to trap mine.” 

“You're catching on, honey,” Harry flung 
back. no longer trying to conceal his con- 
tempt. 

I kept on staring at Harry Ainslee. 
watching the mask slip, reading the evil 
beneath all that surface charm. My voice 
rose a little hysterically. “You’ve done this 
sort of thing before, Harry. You never 
worked in any oil business. Your business 

fleecing women.” 

“And smarter ones than you,” Harry as- 
sured me coolly. “So don’t feel too let down 
on that score.” That’s when he began mov- 
ing toward me, deliberately. menacingly. 
“But we're wasting time, Sue.” he said silk- 
ily. “It’s time for goodbyes. Even though | 
must confess, it’s been pleasanter for me 
than most . this particular little honey- 
moon.’ 

Revulsion surged all through as I shud- 
dered away from that cold cruelty in Har- 
ry’s face. I turned to run. Too late. Al- 
ready his strong fingers were gripping my 
shoulders. propelling me across the room 

. toward the small closet in the hallway. 


“Don’t kill me. Harry,” I gasped. “You'll 
never get away with it.’ 

‘ ’ 

Harry’s laugh wasn’t a nice one. “Dont 


be absurd. Sue. I’m not the crude type. 
I'm just making sure that you won't go 
setting up an alarm before I’ve had a 
chance to complete my little mission. T'll 
remember to phone someone in an hour or 
so to set you loose.” 

I started to scream then, as the closet 
door slammed swiftly in my face. as I 
heard the key grate in the rusty lock. Once, 
frenziedly, as I paused for breath, I thought 
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[heard Harry’s 
side and the sound of his quick movements, 
that meant he was dressing hurriedly. After 
that, there was the sharp sound of a 
slammed door and, a moment later, the fa- 
miliar whir of the car starting up. I knew 
then that Harry had gone. 

After a long time, I stopped screaming. 
I stopped beating hopeless, raw fists 
against the hard door. I didn’t believe that 
Harry was going to make that phone call. 
[ was miles from any aid, any human hear- 
ing. I was going to die in this whirling 
darkness that was pressing in on me. In 
waves, as seconds, minutes, hours dragged 
by, terror came again and again to sweep 
over me. to claw at me. Mercifully, at in- 
tervals, blankness smothered me. 

I remembered, after awhile, sinking to 
the floor of my prison, gulping at the piti- 
fully thin stream of air that filtered in. It 
didn’t seem enough, not nearly. I tried not 
to think of the clutching pain in my chest. 
I tried to comfort myself by recalling all 
the dear people and places I'd known all 
my life. 

I thought of Carville, of Betty and her 
nice Bill, even of good, craggy-faced Mr. 
Briggs. But most of all, I thought of Phil— 
Phil, who’d offered me the gift of a sincere 
love. A love that I’d so blindly cast aside 
in favor of the cheap, tawdry substitute 
with which Harry Ainslee had seduced me. 
I was trying hard not to think Harry 

. of all those other foolish, love-hungry 
women he’d coldbloodedly preyed on. 

Aunt Agatha had been wrong, but so had 
I. I'd reached out too eagerly, too blindly, 
for love the wrong kind. I, who had 
always prided myself on my good common 
I read newspapers. I’d known there 
Ainslee’s breed in the 


sense. 
were men of Harry 


world. But those were just things you read 
about. You shuddered over them a little, 


then promptly forgot them, Things like 
that they didn’t happen to girls like 
me. 

But it had happened. It was happening 
to me. And maybe I was going to die now. 
With all the remains of my waning strength 
I staggered to my feet. I tried to cry out. 
My voice only came out a hoarse, gasping 
sob. My flailing fists were weak, 
there was that whirling 
sucking me down... 


useless. 
Then once more, 
veil of darkness, 


down. 

I opened my eyes to blessed, hurting 
light. Air, fresh, clean air. ... 1 was 
breathing it in again. I was on the sofa 


and someone was forcing cool, sweet water 
down my parched throat. 
a voice said senselessly, “What time is it?” 
My voice. 

“It’s pretty late, Miss,” 
voice answered. “Nearly o’clock at 
night.” I opened my eyes I hadn’t 
died. The man bending over me was in a 
police officer’s uniform. Another officer was 
standing beside him. 

I tried to smile. It came out a stiff grim- 

“You came. How? When?” 

The officer spoke slowly, angrily: “We 

got some kind of an anonymous call at the 


From somewhere 


a man’s quiet 
ten 
wider. 


s low, soft laugh on the other 


police station in the village a half hour or 
man, claiming a woman 
needed help in one of the Torrance cot- 
tages out here at the lake. We came right 


so ago. Some 


away and finally located you . . . nearly 
half dead from suffocation in that little 
closet.” 


The other officer shook his head grimly. 
“This looks like a pretty serious business, 
miss. If you feel up to it, we’d like your 
story.” 

I told them. I told them everything. How 
I'd met Harry Ainslee, he’d married 
me and brought me to this remote spot for 
our honeymoon. Later, of course, it was all 
in the newspapers, my story. 


how 


Hs REAL name was Harry Black. He 
was what they called a big-time oper- 
ator, whose name was known to police i ina 
half a dozen cities. My description of 
Harry fit. So did the methods he used. It 
pretty pat routine of his, using some 
innocent correspondence club as a front, 
marrying his victims, luring them to some 
out of the way spot, then clearing out fast 
once he’d got his claws on all the cash and 
valuables he could wheedle out of them. 

I learned from the police that mine had 
been a bigamous marriage. But like that 
police lieutenant told me, later, I 
luckier at that, than a lot of other suscepti- 
ble women who’d got themselves in similar 


Was a 


was 


predicaments. 

Just how much, I realized six months 
later, when they called me down to identify 
Harry. I saw three other women, 
then. They looked bitter, wan and hopeless. 

Harry was as exciting, as magnetically 
handsome as ever. But I felt only loathing 
and disgust as I turned from that still arro- 
gant smile of recognition he threw me. 

As clever as Harry had been, the police 
had still been able to ferret out various 
bank accounts and deposit boxes he’d held 
Again, a few 
recover 


those 


his numerous aliases. 
fortunate enough to 


under 
of us were 


some of our losses. 


Though I guess, going back to Carville, 
facing my friends, folks I’'d known all my 
life was the hardest part. It’s not an 
easy thing. facing a lot of blaring news- 
paper publicity, of having to admit right 
out how foolish and headstrong and love- 
hungry you'd been. 

But it isn’t so bad anymore. Phil Han- 
son has been a tower of strength for me to 
my Phil of the slow grin and 
calm eyes. He declares there’s never an ill 
wind that fails to blow someone some good. 
I see Phil’s point. If I hadn’t got into all 
that trouble, the wonderful thing that’s 
happening to us now might never have 


lean on 


happened. 

Dear, kind, straightforward Phil! How 
grateful I am that out of all my nightmare 
horror has come the revival of the fine, true 
love we are sharing. How grateful I am that 
I can reach out and touch his strong hand, 
when it comes over me, that shivering ter- 


ror as I relive again those awful, dark 
hours of my honeymoon of horror. 
THE END 
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Man 
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(Continued from Page 17) 


generous of you, Miss Newsome. and I’m 
sure the committee appreciates your offer. 
lhe Newsome Enterprises have been a big 
financial help to the Federation through 
the years, ever since your uncle helped 
organize it.” 

“That’s the niece of old L. K. Newsome.” 
Herb told me when he got a chance. 

“Who’s L. K. Newsome?” I asked. 

“You mean. who was L. K. Newsome.” 
Herb replied. “He’s dead now. but he was 
just about the smartest businessman this 
town ever saw. Started the Newsome En- 
terprises and made a fortune.” 

He nodded towards the young woman sit- 
ting across the room. “He left everything 
to his family, and she’s part of it.” 

“Tt couldn’t have happened to a nicer 
person.” I said. And I meant it. A person 
as charming as she deserved whatever good 
fortune came her way. After the meeting 
ended, Herb took me across to meet her. 

She looked up and smiled when she saw 
us. “You're really making a reputation for 
yourself,” she said to Herb. “Don’t be sur- 
prised if some of your friends drop a hint 
to City Hall that you should get a promo- 
tion.” 

“Thanks,” Herb said in an easy tone. 
If the Newsomes are among those friends. 

[ can’t lose.” 

1 wished that I could be as relaxed and 
self confident as Herb appeared to be but 
for some reason [| got all tight inside. I 
was anxious to make a good impression on 
Clarice, as she insisted on being called. 
Yet, I certainly didn’t want her to think I 
was trying to be fresh. I had learned that 
contrary to what many white men believe. 
Negro women aren’t automatically flattered 
by their attentions. 

So all I did was smile and thank her 
when she turned to me and said, “I’ve heard 
of you, Mr. Andrews. Your report on hir- 
ing practices in this city opened up a lot of 
jobs for Negroes.” 

Her eyes twinkled merrily as she added, 
\s a matter of fact, it was so good, we 
ired a white girl at Newsome Enterprises! 

(nd believe me. that’s really something. 
\ly uncle is probably turning over in his 
grave, but non-discrimination in hiring 
works both ways, don’t you think?” 

I wasn’t quite sure what I thought at 
that moment, as she smiled up at me, warm 
ind friendly. But I did know that she was 
me of the most attractive women I’d ever 
met, and certainly the most fascinating. 
| wanted in some way to indicate to her 
that I would like to see her again, but be- 
fore | could think of a way to do it, she ex- 


OU 





cused herself and started saying her good- 
byes. 

Herb and I left shortly after she did and 
when we reached the street it was just in 
time to see Clarice drive off in a big Cadil- 
lac sedan. We watched until it was out of 
sight. 

“How about that?” Herb asked in ad- 
miring tones. 

“Terrific!” I answered. He may have 
been referring to the car; I was talking 
about the girl. 

It would be stretching it to say that I 
spent the next week thinking about Clar- 
ice. Just now and then I'd recall her smile 
and pause in my work and wonder what 
kind of impression I’d made on her. I 
didn’t see her again until the night of the 
big affair. I went alone, partly because 
Herb and Kim and I usually went places 
together and partly because I didn’t know 
any girls who'd be particularly interested 
in such an affair. 

But as I watched Herb and the tiny. 
exotic-eyed Kim glide out onto the ball- 
room floor. I suddenly realized how lim- 
ited my circle of acquaintances had _ be- 
come. They made a striking twosome and 
it was clear that I’d be about as welcome 
as a maiden aunt tagging along after them. 

I had a few “courtesy” dances with some 
of the ladies of the Federation. then retired 
to the sidelines. The huge hall, with its 
crystal chandeliers and gilt walls, was filled 
with music and the sound of subdued 
laughter from well-groomed men and ex- 
pensively-gowned women of all types and 
colors. Seeing so many different people en- 
joying themselves in friendly gaiety made 
me feel proud of the race relations work of 
our city. 

But at the same time, they all seemed to 
be having such a wonderful time I felt 
alone and left out. Then I saw Clarice. 
She was dancing with a courtly, white- 
haired gentleman, who guided her around 
the floor as if he were listening to some 
other band than the one that was playing. 
I had to admire the way she maintained her 
good nature and poise even when her part- 
ner’s old-fashioned dancing threw her out 
of step. 


QHE HAPPENED to glance up and her 
" eyes fell on me. An expression of re- 
lief came over her face and her smile 
pleaded with me to come and rescue her. 
Fortunately. the dance number was just 
ending, so I threaded my way through the 
crowded floor to where she stood chatting 
with her companion. 

“Pardon me. but may I cut in?” I asked. 
“I've been waiting all evening to dance 
with Miss Newsome.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Andrews,” she said, and 
giving her friend a dazzling smile, she 
added, “I’m sure Mr. Smith will excuse 
us. 

She wore a black dress that glittered 
with sequins and dipped low across the 
front, accentuating the exciting curves of 
her figure. She came into my arms and 


seemed to float along on the tips of the san- 
dals she wore. 

“Thanks for rescuing me,” she said after 
a moment. “I hope you won’t think I’m ter- 
rible, but frankly, Mr. Smith is a better 
insurance executive than a dancer.” 

I shook my head. “I should be thank- 
ing you. You’re the one who rescued me.” 

“From what?” 

“From a fate worse than death—being 
a wall flower for the rest of the evening!” 

She laughed, then said: “I think you’re 
fishing for compliments, Mr. Andrews. 
You’re a good dancer so there’s no reason 
for you to be off in a corner by yourself.” 

“Tf I’m dancing well, it’s only because 
I’ve got such an inspiring partner.” 

She looked up at me, then shook her 
head. “Listen to the man! He not only 
fishes for compliments, but he hands them 
out just as charmingly.” 

We danced several dances in a row, then 
I had to give her up to someone else. I 
was in no mood to dance with anyone else 
right then. so I got my coat in the check- 
room and took the elevator down to the 
lobby. The open door of the cocktail 
lounge caught my eye and I decided to get 
a drink before going home. It was one of 
those modern places, with indirect light- 
ing and fancy fixtures and the patrons were 
the typical cafe society set. I ordered a 
highball and sat there at the bar studying 
the faces of the women. 

They looked much alike, all of them 
carefully groomed and smiling stiffly as if 
afraid to disturb the perfection of their 
makeup. For some reason I couldn’t help 
contrasting their pale. washed-out looks 
with the warm, sparkling loveliness of the 
girl I'd danced with upstairs. 

By any standards, Clarice was a desir- 
able woman—nice-looking. intelligent, and 
capable of holding her own in any situa- 
tion. The fact that she had money—well, 
that didn’t make her any less appealing. 

I sipped my drink thoughtfully. I re- 
membered how impressed I’d been when I 
first saw the Newsome Building, a modern 
two-story office building housing the vari- 
ous businesses owned by the Newsome 
family. It had been shortly after I'd met 
Clarice and Herb drove me past the row of 
stores that included a barbershop, cleaning 
and pressing shop, grocery store and real 
estate office. 

“Clarice helps run all this? A remark- 
able person!” I remarked. 

Herb gave a short laugh. “Yeah. And 
if it weren’t for Kim, something tells me 
I'd be parking on Clarice’s doorstep!” 

It was the first time he’d revealed how 
he felt about the pretty Chinese on the 
staff and our talk turned to her. 

I finished my drink and left the bar. But 
instead of going home as I'd originally in- 
tended, I went back to the penthouse ball- 
room. I had reached a decision—it would 
be the easiest thing in the world to fall in 
love with Clarice. 

Finding Clarice was easy, but getting 
her away from the circle of admirers who 
were paying her court was another mat: 
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ter. But I finally managed it and after a 
few dances, I got her alone in a corner. 

“T thought I saw you leaving.” she re- 
marked as I lighted a cigarette for her. 

“T changed my mind.” I waited. “Aren’t 
you going to ask me why?” Then I saw 
the stiff. expectant smile on her lips, and I 
suddenly realized that she had undoubtedly 
been listening all evening to the extrava- 
gant flattery of every man who'd danced 
with her. 

If I spoke the words on the tip of my 
tongue, she’d quickly dismiss me as just 
another guy on the make. What I needed 
was a different approach, something differ- 
ent. 

So I said; “It was what you said about 
my report that day I first met you. Some- 
thing about how it influenced your busi- 
ness. I’m egotistical enough to want to hear 
nice things about anything I’ve written.” 

Her smile was one of surprise, and relief. 
I could see she hadn’t expected that. “Well, 


I hate to deflate your ego, Mitchell.” she 
laughed. “But as a matter of fact, for a 


long time your name was practically a 
wear word peneer2 the office.” 

“Tell me more!” I urged, moving over 
to a seat closer to her. 

“Well, the rest of the family kicked up 
a fuss about hiring a white person.” she 
told me. “But I finally won them over be- 
cause -I had faith that what I wanted was 
right.” 

We spent the next half hour talking and 
by the time the band played Home, Sweet 
Home, we were good friends. I took her 
home. and as we said goodnight in the 
lobby of the apartment building—which 
she confided part of the Newsome 
Enterprises—she held out her hand and 
said. “I’ve really enjoyed it, Mitchell. 
Thanks for a wonderful time.” 

“So did I.” I said truthfully. “I’d hate 
to think T'll have to wait until next year 
before we can dance together again.” 

She looked up at me. studying my face 
“Do you really mean that, Mit- 
chell?” she asked. 

“Clarice—maybe I don’t know you well 
enough yet, but I want to see you again. 
May I?” 

“Why don’t you come by the office and 
see how your hiring plan works out in 
actual practice?” 

With that, she turned and left. I whistled 
a little tune as I walked out to my car. 
So far, so good a 

In a few short, fun-packed weeks, Clarice 
and I were going out regularly. Things 
were progressing even better than I dared 
hope. She no longer withdrew suspiciously 
when I casually let my arm rest on the 
back of her seat at the theatre, and one 
night she impulsively kissed me on the 
cheek as we said goodnight. 

Whenever we went out, 
some place in the colored neighborhood. I 
told myself that it was because we could 
have a better time there. find more things 
to do. Secretly, I felt 
even though the two of us were often the 
target of questioning looks. 


was 


closely. 


it was always 


more comfortable 


But one night. Herb and Kim came into 
the restaurant where Clarice and I were 
having dinner. Clarice saw them first. 
“Look, Mitch,” she said. “Now we'll have 
some company.” She waved to them and 
they headed toward our table. “Don’t they 
make a nice couple?” she asked me. 

I reached over and squeezed her hand. 
“So do we.” I whispered. Herb noticed 
that and his eyebrows shot up quizzically. 
The two girls got to chatting and before the 
meal was over. they’d decided to go out on 
a double date the following weekend. 

The next day. Herb strolled into my 
office puffing thoughtfully on his pipe. “Hi, 
Herb.” I said. looking up from my work. 
“What’s on your mind this beautiful day?” 

He merely grunted and didn’t say any- 
thing for a moment. Then he perched on 
desk and said, “I gather 
have been seeing a 


the edge of my 
that you and Clarice 
lot of each other.” 

I nodded. “She’s a wonderful person. 


I like everything about her.” I said. 
“Including her money?” 
I stared at him. “Hey, what is this? 


What kind of crack is that?” 
His eyes bored into mine, 


“Maybe I’m 


way off the beam, Mitch, but romance and 
finance are a tempting commination. Per- 
sonally, I think you’re a swell guy, but 


people are beginning to talk.” 

“T don’t give a damn what people say! 
I flared. “How Clarice and I feel about 
each other is our business.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 
do you feel about her, Mitch?” 

“T’d marry her tomorrow, if she’d have 
me!” I snapped. “Now how about getting 
out of here so I can finish my work?” 

He got down off the desk and walked 
slowly to the door. Then he turned and 
said, “By the way. Kim’s finally decided 
where we'll go Friday night.” 

“Good. Clarice is looking forward to it. 
Where’ll it be?” 

“The Rainbow Room,” 
as he went out, 


1”? 


“And how 


he flung over his 
shoulder and I detected a 
bold challenge in his voice. 

The Rainbow Room! I tossed aside my 
pencil and sat staring at the opposite wall. 
The Rainbow the most exclusive 
restaurant in the downtown district. They 
weren't particular about having Negroes 
there and not all whites. But there was no 
way to back out of it now. I had a hunch 
that Herb himself had suggested the place 
as some sort of a test for me. 


{oom 


QO N FRIDAY NIGHT I was as nervous 

as acat. Clarice drove her convertible 
and we rode up to the place in style. We'd 
already called and made reservations, but I 
I knew the old 


reservations 


was tensed for trouble. 
trick of suddenly 
when it was discovered that Negroes were 
included in the party. 

I’d been to the Rainbow Room before, 
but it was with a large mixed group when 
“No Negroes 


“losing” 


we were breaking down their 


allowed” rule. After sitting for an hour, 
we were finally served. From the glare 


the maitre d’ gave me as Herb and Kim, 
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Clarice and I entered. I was positive he 
recognized me from the time before. 

It took them a little time to “find” the 
reservation, but we were ushered to our 
table without any trouble. I had to admit 
hat my companions were impressive-look- 
ng. Herb well-groomed and handsome, 
Kim very exotic in an Oriental-type gown, 
Clarice more lovely than ever in a dazzling 
white dress that set off her brown beauty. 

As for myself, however. I was fast be- 
coming a nervous wreck. It seemed to me 
that every eye in the place was fastened 
on me, and whenever two heads moved 
together, I just knew they were whispering 
ibout “that white man” with “those peo- 
ple.” I was miserable all through the meal. 
although my friends appeared to be having 
a wonderful time. 

The meal passed without incident and 
when we left, the maitre d’ actually re- 
laxed his face into a smile and invited us 

» come again. I breathed easier after we 
got outside and took no special note of the 
character who had followed us from the 
dining room into the street. As we stood 
waiting for the car, the man uttered an 
rath and headed toward us. I don’t know 
what was on his mind, but he ploughed 
right through our group. shoving Clarice 
is he passed. 

“Here it is—trouble!” Herb grated, tak- 
ing a step after the guy. 

I pulled him back. “No, let me handle 
it,” I said. I caught up with the man and 
swung him around. “You bumped into the 
lady back there.” I said evenly. 

“What ‘lady’?” he scowled. “All I see 
is a couple of—” 

[ grabbed his wrist and twisted it up be- 
hind his back. “I said you bumped into 
the lady. Now go back and apologize—be- 
fore I break your arm!” 

Later, they told me it happened so fast 
and so smoothly that nothing unusual 
seemed to be happening. The only thing 
the guy could do was march back and 
mumble an apology to Clarice. 

The car arrived and we got in and drove 
off. We didn’t mention the incident, but 
as we let Herb and Kim out, he leaned 
ver and said to me, “I’m sorry I shot off 
my mouth in the office the other day.” he 
said. He held out his hand. “After tonight. 
you're straight with me, pal.” 

“What was that all about?” 
isked as we drove off. 

[ hesitated. Maybe someone had already 
spoken to her about me. So I said, “Oh. 
iothing. I guess he was kind of worried 
ibout my intentions toward you.” 

“Oh!” We rode in silence for another 
block, then she asked, “And what are your 
ntentions, sir?” There was an undercur- 
rent of seriousness in her bantering tone. 

[ slowed down the car and pulled over 
o the curb and stopped. “Strictly honor- 
ible, Clarice,” I said. 

“Marriage?” 

I slipped my arm behind her. “That’s 
the usual procedure when two people are 


Clarice 


nh lov e.” 
A slim, red-tipped finger traced the circle 
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of the clock on the dashboard. “Are you 
sure, Mitch? Positive?” 

For an answer I drew her close. The 
perfume of her hair was sweet in my 
nostrils and the rapid rise and fall of her 
bosom excited me. I meant it to be a 
tender kiss, but when our lips touched, my 
senses exploded with a liquid fire that 
blotted out all else but the yielding soft- 
ness of her mouth... 

When I finally released her. she buried 
her face against my chest and moaned, 
“Will it work. darling? Will it work?” 
She kept repeating it over and over, and 
just as often, I promised her everything 
would be all right. 

“There’d be so many things against us.” 
she said. 

“But I can handle them.” I said. “just 
like tonight.” And as I raised her lips to 
mine again, I honestly believed what I 
said. 

But I hadn’t counted on Clarice’s family. 
And I was no little surprised when, she 
told me a few days later that they objected 
to her seeing so much of me. “But don’t 
they know we’re going to be married?” I 
asked. 

Clarice dropped her eyes. “I—I haven’t 
had a chance to tell them yet, Mitch.” 

“Maybe it’s time for me to meet them,” 
I suggested. “Sooner or later, it'll have to 
happen.” 

“Maybe you're right—” She clutched my 
hand in a fierce grip. “Oh, darling! I don’t 
know what I’d do if they tried to break us 


” 


up. 

“Neither do I, my sweet. 
— 

The family council I went to was like a 
nightmare. Everyone in the lavishly fur- 
nished living room of the suburban house 
of one of Clarice’s relatives was polite, but 
distant. 

Seated around the room were an uncle 
and aunt. and several cousins of Clarice’s 
age. Sid. her eldest cousin, was spokes- 
man. It was strange sitting there listening 
to them discuss me, because after the in- 
troductions were over. no one paid me the 
slightest attention. 

Sid laced right into Clarice. “There’s a 
limit to everything. Clarice,” he declared. 
“and this is it! We went along on your 
idea to hire a white girl in the office. but 
what you want to do now is completely out 
of the question!” 

I had to admire the way Clarice lashed 
right back at him. “But the idea worked— 
you've said so yourself!” 

“This is different!” Sid said. 

Clarice’s aunt said gently, “I can’t be- 
lieve that Clarice would deliberately do 
anything that would bring trouble. She 
just hasn’t considered what this means.” 

“T know exactly what it means, Aunt 
Martha.” Clarice’s voice shook with emo- 
tion. “Mitchell knows too, but we’re ready 
to face it.” 

Sid grew impatient. “And what about 
the bad effect it will have on the busi- 
ness?” he demanded. “Is your white boy 


Neither do 


friend going to replace the customers we'll 
lose, some from downtown?” 

One of the women chimed in; “I just 
can’t understand these people who have to 
go outside their race to get married.” 


“Yes, Clarice,” said another, “aren’t 
your own men good enough for you?” 

The way they were ganging up on her 
made my blood boil. But even more, I re- 
sented the contempt in their voices any- 
time they mentioned me. It was a bad 
enough shock to discover that there were 
some Negroes who were just as violently 
opposed to intermarriage as some whites. 
But they also made it very plain that they 
felt that I had nothing at all to offer Clar- 
ice, the family, or the business. 

And as the argument went on around 
me, I began to wonder what I, a white man, 
was doing there listening to them discuss 
me like an article on the auction block. 
Even looking at Clarice. huddled in her 
chair, nervously twisting her fingers. 
couldn’t take the bitter taste out of my 
mouth, 

Finally. Clarice jumped to her feet and 
cried: “I don’t care what you say—any of 
you! I love Mitchell and we’re going to be 
married whether you like it or not!” 

“We don’t like it!” shouted Sid, “and 
the day you marry that—that white man 
will be the day you get out of the business 
—and the family!” 

“What are you trying to pull, Sid?” 
Clarice demanded. “When he was living, 
Uncle L. K. gave money to all sorts of in- 
terracial projects, and every one of you is a 
member of at least one organization that 
preaches and practices equality and all 
that!” 

“And we believe in it, dear Clarice—up 
to a point!” Sid said coldly. “It would be 
the simplest thing in the world to prove in 
court that old L. K. was violently opposed 
to bringing whites into the business or the 
family.” 

Clarice clenched her fists. 
threatening me?” 

Sid smiled thinly. “Not at all, my dear 
cousin—just telling you that if you go 
through with your plan, you can say good- 
bye to a lot of things, including the money 
L. K. willed to you.” 

Clarice stood there looking from one to 
another. her eyes brimming with tears. 
Part of me wanted to rush over to her and 
lead her out of that lion’s den, but another 
part of me was stunned by the unexpected 
turn of events. So I sat there stiffly, my 
ears burning and my palms wet with sweat. 

“TJ don’t care,” Clarice faltered. “I’m 
going to marry Mitchell.” 

“Tf he’ll have you now.’ 

There was a dead silence. They all 
turned their eyes toward me. Clarice, a 
confident smile on her lips, took a step. 
then waited. My lips were dry. I couldn't 
swallow. I opened my mouth to speak, but 
my jaw wagged soundlessly. 

Clarice’s eyes were wide with hurt and 
disbelief. She shook her head in a hope- 
less gesture and slowly her hands dropped 
to her side. 


“Are you 


> 


sneered Sid. 
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Then she raised her head defiantly and 
walked from the room. I sat there in cow- 
ardly silence. I heard Sid say triumphant- 
ly. “Shell get over it—” Unobtrusively 
as possible. I made my departure . 


TRIED TO convince myself that Sid 

was right. that Clarice would forget me. 
And I used all kinds of excuses to prove 
to myself that it was all for the best. I 
wanted to spare her the snubs and insults 
we might face whenever we might go out 
in public; I didn’t want to be the cause of 
a split between her and her family; | 
didn’t want her to sacrifice everything for 
nc 

But it was no use. One fact stared me 
in the face: The real reason I had let 
Clarice down when she most needed me 
was the stunning and almost unbearable 
fact of my rejection by—TI had to face it 
those Negroes. 

Didn’t they know I had dedicated my 
life to working for equal rights? Didn’t 
they realize the snubs I’d endured from 
whites, even some of those on the board. 
once it was known I was serious about a 
Negro woman? I was ready to cut all ties 
with my white past, burn all my bridges 
behind me—only to find I was not good 
enough for Clarice’s family. 

Usually, it was the other way around. 
It had simply never occurred to me that it 
could happen. and to me, of all people. 

I don’t know whether word got out about 
the showdown between Clarice and_ her 
family over me, but I noticed a change in 
the attitude of my fellow workers at the 
ofice. Or maybe it was my guilty con- 
science. But it seemed that Herb was no 
longer as friendly as before; I was con- 
stantly on the defensive. 

I sensed that they all were silently con- 
demning me because it looked on the sur- 
face as if I’'d given up Clarice because her 
family had threatened to cut her off with- 
out a cent. 


As the days passed. I wondered what 
Clarice was doing, how she was getting 
along. But there was no way for me to find 
out. I was afraid to ask Herb about her 
because it might lead to a big discussion 
and that was the last thing I wanted. 

But one day, as I sat at my desk piled 
high with untouched work, Herb came in. 
We sat in silence for a while and gradually 
my taut nerves relaxed. At last Herb said: 
“Kim and I are getting married next 
month.” He was standing at the window, 
looking down into the street. “When we 
first planned it. we thought we’d have you 
for best man and Clarice for maid of 
honor.” he continued. 

“Thanks. anyway, Herb.” My voice was 
husky and I cleared my throat. “I guess a 
lot of plans have gone astray lately.” 

“Yeah. Clarice has gone to Minneap- 
olis, and you—” 

“She’s gone?” My stomach tied itself 
into knots. A million questions leaped to 
the tip of my tongue—was she well? How 
was she getting along? Did she miss me? 

And suddenly, I saw that the only thing 
that was keeping us apart was my stub- 
born pride. I was blindly clinging to the 
last shreds of my superiority complex. My 
place was with the woman I loved. but all 
this time I’d been childishly trying to 
strike back at her family for turning me 
down. 

It hit me like a thunderbolt—I had to 
find out for myself how Clarice was. I 
guess that’s what love is all about: when 
nothing else matters, except knowing that 
your sweetheart is well and happy; when 
no future is too uncertain as long as the 
two of you are together; when no obstacles 
are too great when compared with the hap- 
piness and contentment you find in each 
other’s arms. 

So I grabbed a train for Minneapolis as 
soon as I could resign my job and pack my 
things. In my pocket was a one-way ticket. 


There was no turning hack, THE END 


Kw Ke Khe Khe Khe Khe Kh Kh Kh Kh Kh Kh OK Kh Kh Kh KK KK 


I LOVE ANOTHER 
MAN’S WIFE 


By Jimmy Grissom 


In the August TAN 


a a ah a ait aie ai ah aie ae ai ai ae ae a aie ae ae a ae ae 


Stars And Numbers 


(Continued from Page 14) 


filled promises or obligations. The period 
from July 8th to 19th is the least har- 
monious of the month and is not favorable 
for entering new enterprises. This is a bad 
period for journeys or for marriages. espe- 
cially the 9th, 10th, 11th, 15th and 16th. 

Should delays be encountered in con- 
cluding plans, arrangements and unfilled 
promises following the 10th, it is likely 
that they will drag along, for one reason 
or another, until August 5th. 

Those who plan vacations for this month 
would do well to select the last ten days of 
July and the first part of August. The 
holiday period at the beginning of the 
month offers a time for quiet rest. healthy 
and stimulating recreation. 

More than the usual excitement center- 
ing around romance, pleasure and enter- 
tainment will be experienced in July. Some 
two-way interests probably will appear 
causing complications and some_ indeci- 
sion. Both sexes are involved, so that the 
young lady with two suitors and the young 
gentleman with two lady friends will find 
themselves in the same boat. 

Those born under the sign of Gemini 
have the lead and are in the spotlight. 
Libra-born will have an improved outlook 
and can expect brighter skies, but all will 
not be clear until after July has passed. 
Some good luck is promised to Gemini, 
Aries, Leo, Libra, Sagittarius and Aquarius 
birthdays, depending, of course, upon their 
own application and responsiveness. 

Those born under Cancer and Capricorn 
will do well to practice self-control. They 
should develop a hopeful attitude and pro- 
ceed sensibly in all matters. Taurus, Virgo, 
Scorpio and Pisces birthdays, with the 
exercise of good management, should find 
July a productive and favorable month. 
Number combinations in the lead are 4, 6 
and 9; 3, 6 and 9 and 1, 3 and 5. Selected 
dates for engagements and marriages are 
the 2nd, 6th, 22nd, 23rd, 27th and 30th. 

July presents the following selected dates 
favoring the conduct of matters of impor- 
tance for those born under the twelve signs 
of the Zodiac: 

Aries—3, 5, 6, 7, 8, 12, 13, 22, 26, 30, 31. 

Taurus—3, 5, 6, 8, 9, 10, 12, 14, 15, 22. 
25. 

Gemini—3, 4, 7, 8, 9, 11, 12, 13, 17. 23. 
Zi. 

Cancer—1, 3, 5, 6, 8, 9, 10, 15, 23, 27, 30. 

Leo—3, 4, 7, 8, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 

Virgo—3, 5, 6, 8, 9, 10, 16, 18, 20, 22, 27, 
31. 

Libra—3, 7, 8, 12, 18, 19, 21, 23, 26, 27, 
30. 

Scorpio—3, 8, 9, 10, 12, 14, 19, 20, 22, 
24, 25. 

Sagittarius—3, 4, 8, 12, 17, 22, 23, 24, 
2, ae. 

Capricorn—1, 3, 5, 6, 8, 12, 14, 15, 19. 
20, 29, 30. 

Aquarius—3, 4, 7, 8, 12, 17, 22, 23, 26. 
27, 29. 

Pisces—1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 8, 9, 10, 12, 19, 25. 
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I Married 
A Half-Man 


(Continued from Page 27) 


a prime catch, but there was nothing par- 
ticularly exciting when he bent his dark 
head, distinguished by a sweep of grey at 
each temple, to greet me as I entered. 
“Hello. there, Theresa,” his voice was 
friendly and warm, as he motioned to two 
leather-covered chairs. “Let’s make our- 
selves comfortable. and have a little chat 
about your plans for the future. my dear.” 

My heart began to pound furiously as we 
settled ourselves. For as long as I could 
remember, I had dreamed, eaten and slept 
dancing. I had only one goal in life—to 
become a dancer. Instinctively. I knew 
that Anson Cardwell would not approve my 
ambitions, and up until now. I had con- 
cealed them. 

My parents were solid. conservative folk. 
and I sensed that the judge considered it 
his duty to bring me up in their mold. But 
every nerve. every tissue. every fiber of my 
being longed for a dancing career. Un- 
certainly, I gathered up my courage and 
blurted out my wishes. The judge answered 
with a quick frown. 

“T suspected as much,” he replied quiet- 
ly. clasping his hands before him, and 
looking. I thought. altogether too judicial 
to suit me. “I want you to be happy. 
Theresa, but I must also consider what I 
believe would have been your parents’ 
wishes in this matter.” 

“They’d have wanted me to do the thing 
I most long to do. Judge Cardwell.” I re- 
torted spiritedly. 

“Perhaps so.” he answered. “but they 
would also have wanted to protect you 
from certain elements that are often found 
in the theatrical world.” 

“Tl have to take my chances there,” I 
said belligerently. “I only know that 
more than anything in the world, I want to 
be a dancer.” 

For a moment, there was silence. With 
a sigh, the judge rose and went to his desk. 
“Very well. my dear.” he said quietly. “if 
you want this career so much. you have 
my blessing in the venture.” He paused, 
and then continued matter-of-factly: “Now, 
is there some way in which I can help you 
get started?” 

Eagerly. I'd asked him for the fateful 
letter to Margot Turner. I knew he’d met 
her many times at various public events and 
private affairs. for both were civic and so- 
cially-minded. 

I left Judge Cardwell’s office with the 
precious letter clutched in my hand, shortly 
to phone Margot Turner for an appoint- 
ment: and so it was the next day I came. 
a self-conscious. but thoroughly determined 
girl of eighteen. into the huge bleak stu- 





dio where Margot Turner and her dance 
troupe worked. 

Awkwardly. I advanced under the keen 
scrutiny of the famous dancer I’d heard 
and read about so often. Margot Turner 
was a slender, darkly-exotic woman with 
an exquisite. mocking face, and a lushly 
beautiful body.: 

Her brilliant black hair was caught in a 
chignon and drawn severely away from her 
chiseled face. She wore a leotard—that 
black jersey, skin-tight. ankle-length gar- 
ment worn universally by ballerinas dur- 
ing practice sessions. On her small, strong 
feet were black ballet shoes. She was the 
epitome of the prima ballerina, and as 
she read my letter from Judge Cardwell, I 
gaped. frankly awed. 

Presently, she lifted her dark eyes to 
look calculatingly at me. I blushed, as 
she glanced at my youthful but budding 
breasts. my flat, firm abdomen, my thighs 
modelled without a trace of fat. I was 
shyly proud of the almost boyish build that 
years of dancing lessons had produced, yet 
somehow fearful of that penetrating look. 

To my relief. however. Margot appar- 
ently approved. for she said abruptly, “You 
look O.K.. but can you dance?” 

I nodded eagerly. “Yes. oh, yes,” I 
breathed. 

“Bring any practice clothes?” she que- 
ried. I held up a small overnight bag in 
answer. 

“Good. Get into them over there, 
pointed out a small. curtained alcove at 
the far end of the barn-like studio. Trem- 
blingly. feeling very much on trial, | 
dressed in tights and a pullover. and bound 
my hair with a bright silk scarf. I put on 
my slippers and hurried back into the 
room. 

It was only then that I became aware of 
the indolent young man lounging against 
the practice bar in a far corner. I had 
never seen anyone quite like him before. 
but my perusal of dance and ballet maga- 
zines told me at once that he was a male 
ballet dancer. Superbly built. his lithe. 
tiger-like body had the grace of classical 
Greek statues. 

Concealing my interest, I turned toward 
the waiting Margot. “Can you do a short 
pas seul for me?” she asked. I knew this 
was a testing of my knowledge of orthodox 
ballet techniques. and as she started a 
phonograph and I heard the Nutcracker 
Suite of Tschaikowsky. I blessed the year- 
I'd spent endlessly practicing the entre- 
chats, jetes and pirouettes that make up 
the elaborate pattern of the ballet. 

My whole heart and soul went into that 
dance. and when finally the music ceased. 
Margot came to my side and placed her 
hands solemnly on my shoulders. She 
said, with a ring of sincerity in her tone, 
“Child, you are welcome here. You're a 
true dancer.” 

“Thank you. Miss Turner,” I murmured, 
Then I heard another, mas- 
culine, voice. With a surge of excitement 
I saw that it was my handsome observer. 
He held out his hand and drawled; “I’m 


” she 


overwhelmed. 
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Allow me to congratulate 


Henry West. 
you on a really splendid bit of dancing.” 
As I accepted his praise, I noticed that 
Margot seemed surprised and mildly an- 
“You really must be good,” she 
have the 
Henry ignored the 


noyed. 
remarked wryly, “to 
Henry West say that.” 
evident taunt. 

“Of course,” he mused, still looking at 
me with a dark, masked glance that some- 
how chilled and thrilled me at the same 
time, “she'll have to learn a lot of new 
choreography to fit in here.” 

He paused, then continued pleasantly, 
speaking directly to me, like a professional 
equal: “Classical ballet is splendid train- 
ing. but we do more folk, or native, type 
things. You'll pick it up quickly enough, 
though, Miss ——- what did you say your 
He lifted a quizzical eye- 


famous 


name was?” 
brow. 

“She didn’t,” retorted Margot, somewhat 
brusquely, I thought. “This child ——” 
she stressed the word imperceptibly—‘is 
a friend of Judge Anson Cardwell’s—” 
here she consulted her letter— “and her 
name is Theresa Rand.” 

“Oh, that will never do for a professional 
name,” exclaimed Henry, gaily waving his 
hand to express mock dismay. “She must 
have something more unusual—one that 
suggests the beauty and grace of her per- 
sonality.” He snapped his fingers. “I have 
it,” he said enthusiastically. “Tessa Ran- 
dee. Doesn’t it sound appropriate?” 

Margot laughed, but rather mirthlessly. 
“Seems a bit forced,” she commented. 
Then, turning to me, she continued, “But 
it’s up to you, child. Do you like it?” 

Her manner with me was as curiously 
gentle as it was conversely harsh with 
Henry. Later, I realized this attitude had 
much to do with my obvious innocence and 
naivete, and an innate, material desire on 
Margot’s part to protect me. Nevertheless, 
I agreed with delight to Henry’s sugges- 
tion, already a prisoner. of his charm, and 
his marvelous male beauty. 

Innocently, I mistook the muscular per- 
fection of his body for evidence of mas- 
culinity. Today, I know that there is no 
real connection between the two things. I 
should have looked more carefully beneath 
that exterior perfection of Henry’s, but I 
didn’t, then. When ultimately I did, it was 
too late. 


\ ARGOT ARRANGED for me to at- 
g tend the troupe’s practice sessions, 
and at the conclusion of six months, to take 
part in her yearly recital. I was to have a 
tiny pittance as salary, but this was trivial 
to me. After the details were concluded, I 
dressed, excitedly reviewing all that had 
occurred. 

When I returned to the studio, I saw 
with mingled joy and surprise that Henry 
had also done a quick change to street 
clothes. He wore a dark suit and shirt, 
and a yellow tie. His glossy hair was care- 
fully brushed high off his forehead, and 
worn, it seemed to me, much too long, for 


it hung over his collar. I’d never seen 


a man garbed so flamboyantly, but I laid 
this habit to his being a ballet dancer. 

I did not realize that actually this ec- 
centricity was a symptom of something 
much more vicious and terrifying than 
mere affectation. 

Henry quickly approached as I emerged 
and said caressingly: “Tessa, can we per- 
haps have tea together?” No one had ever 
asked me to tea before, and I accepted, 
thoroughly flattered. Although I noticed 
Margot Turner’s disturbed expression as I 
left the studio in his company, I forgot it 
in the sheer ecstasy of that afternoon. 

Henry was by turns amusing, cajoling, 
charming and disturbing. He seemed to 
have an endless variety of anecdotes about 
famous dancers and socialites, and he kept 
me enthralled for hours. For the first 
time, I was getting a picture of that glam- 
orous world, and Henry, sensing my fas- 
cination, fed it. And when at last we rose 
to leave the little tearoom on 57th Street, 
I was already in love with him. 

The wonderful days and weeks that fol- 
lowed, I spent partly at the practice bar 
in the studio. and partly in Henry’s com- 
pany. I met the other members of the 
troupe, all of whom I regarded with some 
awe, for they were full-fledged stars and 
I was still an apprentice. All, men and 
women alike, were uniformly kind and 
helpful to me, except one—Andre Maxi- 
milian. 

Andre was a light-skinned, supple youth 
with curiously feminine features, and for 
reasons that baffled me. had taken an im- 
mediate dislike to me. He sneered silently 
whenever I was given a solo, ignored me 
utterly at the coffee sessions after rehear- 
sals, and even made slighting remarks 
about my ability to dance. 

Completely mystified by his attitude, I 





mentioned it one day to Margot. With a 
pitying glance, she said softly: “You are 
a baby, little Tessa, aren’t you?” Before 


she could continue, we were interrupted 
by a loud and noisy discussion by mem- 
bers of the troupe on a number under con- 
sideration for the recital. so I could not 
press Margot on the matter. 

Feeling ridiculously unsophisticated, I 
decided against pursuing the subject, 
afraid to be further jibed at for my naivete. 
And besides. the date of the final recital 
at Metropolitan Hall was drawing relent- 
lessly near, so that all was forgotten ex- 
cept costumes, scenery problems, and end- 
less practice sessions. 

As the time drew closer, Margot grew 
more tense and exacting and the troupe 
unconsciously responded. Now I, like the 
others. spent long hours at the studio. In 
the wild flurry over the coming recital, I 
lost many of my earlier inhibitions, so that 
when Henry casually asked me over to 
visit his Greenwich Village apartment one 
afternoon, I accepted unhesitatingly. 

As I stepped over the threshold, a gasp 
rose to my lips. Before me was one of 
the most exquisitely furnished rooms I had 
ever seen. The walls were deep grey. and 
heavy yellow damask draperies covered the 
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entire window wall. falling luxuriously on 
the thick green broadloom carpet. 

The furniture was obviously authentic 
18th century Chippendale, and everywhere 
there were crystal vases filled with fresh, 
flowers. Turning to Henry, who 

stood watching my expression with evident 
pleasure, I blurted: “Why—Henry—I ex- 
pected real bachelor’s quarters, and this— 
well, this is just sumptuous!” 

Henry smiled enigmatically as he closed 
the door. “I had it done by a decorator 
friend of mine.” he said, gently drawing 
ff my coat as he spoke, and dropping it 
ma fragile chair. “I like beautiful things 
1round me. Tessa.” Slowly he drew close, 
0 close his lips were palpitatingly near. 

“That is why I find you charming, little 
one.” he whispered, his words caressingly 
intimate. “When you dance. even when you 
walk, it is sheer poetry of motion.” His 
face moved down to mine and our lips met, 
softly and swiftly. like the brush of flower 
petals. I felt a thrill of unadulterated 
passion, but, strangely, no response in him 
equal to my own. 

In a perfunctory way, he caressed me 
gently as I murmured his name. Then, dis- 
entangling himself from my arms, he said: 
‘Sweet, you probably are tired from the 
dancing you did today. Let me make you 
some tea,” and he rose, entering the tiny 
kitchen. Feeling let down and humiliated 
at my own over-eager response, I wandered 
listlessly about the beautiful room, exam- 
ning the objets d’art. 

Henry returned with a tray and tea 
things, poured two cups, and with a char- 

acteristically dramatic gesture, placed 
them on a small table, pulled me down on 
a sofa, and flung himself beside me. He 
was once again all business, all dancing, 
ind our brief moment was forgotten, as he 
said. “You know, you danced exceptionally 
vell today.—” and launched eagerly into 
in expert critique of my work. 

Presently I, too. was drawn back into the 
magical world of the dance, and the yearn- 

of my spirit and my body for this 
strange man who had so many mysterious 
facets was forgotten. 

The big night of the recital finally ar- 
rived, and there were flurries of excitement 
is we all rushed about in the wings wait- 

« for the curtain to rise. Margot was by 

»w almost an automaton, and the rest of 
us tensed up to the point of hysteria. 
Judge Cardwell. immaculate in evening 
lress, was. I knew. sitting out in the audi- 
ice proudly waiting to see my _profes- 
sional debut. and the knowledge of his 
presence added to my anxiety. 

Nervously I smeared my face with 
ereasepaint and hurried into the Haitian 
laundress’ costume I was to wear in the 
first number, praying that all would go 
well. Outside the dressing room, I bumped 
nto Henry. arrayed in a colorful shirt and 
brightly patched trousers for his own ap- 


white 


pearance, 
“Nervous, child?” he queried, lifting my 


trembling chin in his hand. “Terrified, 


answered honestly. 


Henry.” 
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“Tessa, my dear,” he replied earnestly, 
“believe me when I say this, tonight will 
make you a star. Don’t be afraid. You 
have that innate quality which makes for 
greatness.” 

The deep sincerity in his voice and eyes 
gave a sudden impetus to my frightened 
spirits, and when at last the curtain rose, 
music flooded the great auditorium, and 
my cue came, I was able to transcend the 
barriers of fear and_ self-consciousness, 
confident that his judgment of my abilities 
was true. 

I danced with every ounce of artistry 
Henry’s tutoring and my now-disciplined 
muscles could command, forgetting the 
audience and the troupe as well. When the 
final curtain fell, and we took our bows, I 
was astonished to hear cries of “Bravo, 
bravo, Randee!” but even more gratified 
by the obvious approval in Henry’s wide 
smile. 

Margot had arranged a party at the 
studio after the recital, and had thought- 
fully included Judge Cardwell. Feeling 
exhausted but exhilarated, I, along with 
the others in the troupe, went to the cele- 
bration. It was the first such soignee event 
I'd participated in, and it thrilled me to 
the tips of my tired toes. Champagne and 
conversation flowed endlessly. 

During a lull in the festivities, I slipped 
over to Judge Cardwell’s side with Henry. 
I wanted my guardian to meet the man I’d 
fallen so madly in love with, and as I in- 
troduced them, I felt the happiness drain 
from me as the judge looked Henry over 
with a cold, critical glance. A surge of 
anger flashed through me. 

How like him, I thought, always so 
darned judicial and objective! Despite the 
strained attempts at conversation, however, 
Henry was untroubled, and chatted fluently 
and easily. Later in the evening. when he 
and I were alone, he commented lightly on 
the judge’s overt disapproval. 

“Tt’s quite natural, of course.” Henry 
appeared amused. “Why?” I countered. 
“‘He’s in love with you, Tessa.” 

I protested violently. “It doesn’t matter, 
darling,” whispered Henry. taking my 
hand, “now all that matters is us.” 

“What do you mean. Henry?” I queried 
weakly. “We’re going places—together.” 
His tone was confident and sure. “To- 
gether?” I echoed, not believing my won- 
dering ears. “Together.” He repeated. 
“Don’t you see?” he continued, caressing 
my hand, “we can become a team, now 
that you are an acknowledged star. We 
can get dozens of engagements in the most 
famous nightspots and concert halls in the 
country.” 

“But—but Judge Cardwell would never 
consent to that sort of thing. Henry.” I 
faltered. “He'll have to—if we’re married,” 
chuckled Henry. I could scarcely speak 
when I finally said, “Oh, Henry, Henry, my 
darling—” and my voice broke under the 
burden of emotion so long concealed but 
now at last welling up to the surface. 

Henry smiled at my spontaneous tears. 
“T love you in my own way, little child,” 


he brushed them away gently as he spoke. 
“Tll try to make you happy.” 

“Being with you is all I can ask, Henry.” 
I answered from the bottom of my heart 
and soul. 


\ ’/ HEN I TOLD them, both Margot and 

the judge seemed restrained in thei: 
congratulations. But even their lack of en- 
thusiasm made no difference. Henry and 
I were married shortly after that fateful 
evening, on a brilliantly sunny day, at a 
famous Fifth Avenue church, with press 
photographers and reporters very much in 
evidence. 

Almost immediately after the Turner re- 
cital, Henry’s prediction about my being 
a star came wonderfully true. I received 
reams of publicity. I was interviewed. 
questioned, photographed and written up. 
a new face and figure for blasé press peo- 
ple to concentrate upon. They called me 
the new Katherine Dunham, a young 
Josephine Baker. Pictures of me, at the 
practice bar, dressed in the briefest of 
shorts and tightest of sweaters, snaps of me 
working on a difficult step, brushing my 
hair, washing my face, appeared in maga- 
zines and newspapers. 

With my wedding to an equally famous 
male dancer, there was even more pub- 
licity. Henry and I, he in his morning suit. 
I in my custom-made satin gown and fin- 
gertip veil, were posed outside the church 
and snapped inside at the altar during the 
ceremony. In a shower of rice and good 
wishes we were whisked away to an ele- 
gant hotel for a champagne breakfast. 

I'd invited only the troupe, Judge Card- 
well and Margot, and when finally we 
were all seated, I noticed there was an 
empty place. Looking down the line of 
familiar faces, I realized that Andre Max- 
imilian was the missing one. Puzzled by his 
absence, and not a little troubled, I said 
“Henry. where is Andre?” 

It had become increasingly apparent 
that I'd broken up their friendship and 
now. bridelike, I felt I must make all my 
husband’s friends like me. To my surprise. 
Henry answered with a brusqueness Id 
never heard before. “I’ve no idea.” he 
blurted. “and frankly. I don’t care.” 

Then his manner changed. “Let’s forget 
Andre—now.” He looked deeply into my 
eyes, holding his glass of champagne close 
to his lips. “To the most exquisitely beau- 
tiful woman that ever was—a toast from 
the luckiest man in the world.” 

So engrossed in each other were we, that 
we didn’t realize the entire table was 
watching us. As I picked up my own glass. 
I heard the gay laughter and only then no- 
ticed everyone else was standing, glasses 
aloft. “To the bride and bridegroom,” some- 
one cried, and everyone echoed the words. 
even Judge Cardwell. a grave and question- 
ing expression still lurking in his eyes. 

Later. much later that night, when at 
last Henry and I were united in that rite 
of love which makes a man and a woman 
man and wife, a question began to form in 
my own mind. For although Henry and | 
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became lovers in the ultimate sense of the 
word, I found that it was I, rather than 
Henry, who took the initiative. 

It was I who covered his handsome face 
with impassioned kisses, and whispered 
his name until I fell back at last in a 
paroxysm of ecstacy: I who held him close 
to my beating heart. What was it, I won- 
dered. that made a kind of emotional wall 
between us? 

The question remained unspoken. Thus, 
the pattern of our love existence took 
shape: I the aggressor and he the beloved. 
Later. this fact was to have singular sig- 
nificance. 

After a short honeymoon, we returned to 
Henry’s luxurious apartment, and made 
plans to become a team. First, we told 
Margot. and obtained her rueful permis- 
sion to withdraw from the troupe. As a 
kind of going-away present. she gave us a 
photograph of the entire group, auto- 
graphed by all its members. 

I made a practice of taking the photo- 
graph with me everywhere we went on our 
tour. much to Henry’s amusement. for he 
considered it childish sentimentality. But 
I had already discovered that coldness was 
an integral part of his makeup. and didn’t 
let his caustic comments change this habit. 
Unconsciously, I had come to recognize 
that he and I were very different people 
emotionally. 

But though I felt no closeness to him in 
our private life, our professional life was a 
brilliant and successful partnership. A 
theatrical agent had previewed our act and 
gotten us various engagements all over the 
country. We were billed as “Henry and 
Tessa. Exotic Dance Specialists.” 

With a bright spotlight on us, we did a 
weird dance. I in a skin-tight sequin af- 
air. Henry in a silver loincloth. The effect 
was terrific. and everywhere we danced. we 
drew raves from the press. Almost imper- 
ceptibly. we became less and less personal 
and more and more professional. Henry 
was always full of new ideas to improve 
the act. and we talked, lived and slept 
dancing. 

As our six-month tour drew to a close 
and we planned to return to New York, I 
began to feel a sense of resentment at the 
tole I was playing with Henry. Now more 
than ever it was I. driven by an inner 
hunger, who sought him out for love. After 
an experience like this, I felt unhappy 
and humiliated. unsure of my womanhood. 

In order to avoid this feeling. I became 
more and more inhibited and reserved. and 
when finally we returned to the city, I was 
irritable and nervous. As Henry opened 
the mailbox and drew out reams of mail, I 
waited impatiently, eager to get inside the 
apartment and rest my tired and frustrated 
body. 

While he opened letters, I fell on the 
sofa, took off my shoes, and curled up. too 
weary to care about anything, and fell into 
a dozing sleep. Some time later, I woke 
with a start as the late afternoon sun flick- 
ered across my eyelids. The apartment was 
strangely quiet. But presently. I heard the 
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murmur of Henry’s voice in the bedroom, 
and realized that he was on the phone. I 
wondered briefly who he was talking with, 
and with a yawn, rose wearily. Listlessly, 
I thumbed through the opened letters—fan 
mail, requests for interviews from writers, 
gas bills, electricity bills—and an envelope, 
now empty, addressed to Henry alone. 

As I stood staring at it, the handwriting 
seemed vaguely familiar. A sharp pang of 
rage hit me. It must be that some other 
woman was writing Henry. I thought. Bit- 
terly I recalled his coldness with me, his 
physical withdrawal. I knew by now that 
Henry felt very little in an intimate sense 
for me, and I’d even come to accept this 
fact, hoping blindly that it was just his 
nature. 

But what I couldn’t, wouldn’t put up 
with was an outside affair. And to my pent- 
up, rejected mind, the missing note spelled 
exactly that. 

Like a cat, I crept softly toward the bed- 
room. Henry was still talking. unaware 
that he was being overheard. There was a 
new note in his voice, one I’d never heard 
before, as he murmured: “Yes, you might 
say I’ve missed you.” He smiled secretly as 
he listened to the reply. “I can’t promise 
anything for tonight.” 

He appeared almost disinterested now as 
a flow of words from the other end of the 
line interrupted him. “Well . . . Tony’s? 

. Perhaps.” His voice was almost se- 
ductive. As he continued his conversation, 
I stole noiselessly back into the living room. 
I was like a soul possessed. I wanted now 
to find the note he’d hidden from me, for 
even more concrete evidence of his appar- 
ent unfaithfulness. 

His coat hung over one of the chairs and 
I quickly searched it. Crushed into one of 
the pockets I at last found what I was 
looking for. Smoothing it out with shaking 
fingers, I read: “Henry—just how long is 
this farce to continue. You can’t seriously 
expect it to go on forever. I'll be wait- 
ing. A.” 

Again the handwriting seemed taunting- 
ly familiar. Where, where had I seen it? 
And then suddenly, I knew. It was a back- 
hand script. curiously different. that I’d 
seen on the photograph Margot had given 
me when Henry and I left the troupe. 
Keeping my ear cocked. as Henry unsus- 
pectingly talked on, I rummaged through 
my still unpacked suitcases until I found 
the picture. 

I looked at all the autographs, my eye 
running down the list until it stopped ab- 
ruptly—at Andre Maximilian’s signature. 
It matched the writing in the note exactly. 

For a moment. I could not believe what 
I saw. Could it be that a man, not a 
woman, was my rival? My mind was a 
jumble of questions and horrible, reluctant 
answers. There had been something more 
than just dislike for me in Andre’s sneer- 
ing behavior—something so monstrous and 
ugly, I shuddered inadvertently. 

I could hardly think straight as I re- 
placed the telltale note and picture, and 
went back to the sofa. The only clear 


thought I had was that I must call Judge 
Cardwell, and when finally Henry emerged 
from the bedroom, still unknowing, I asked 
him to go down to the grocery store for 
some supplies. struggling all the while to 
keep the revulsion from my voice. 

After he had gone, I slipped to the phone 
and dialed the judge’s number. His sur- 
prise and pleasure at hearing me quickly 
changed to concern when I told him I must 
see him that evening, and to wait for my 
call. He promised at once to stand by, and 
hung up. 


HENRY AND I HAD a quiet dinner, 

during which he did not even take no- 
tice of my silence. so preoccupied was he 
with his own secret thoughts. As I watched 
him, he seemed subtly to change from the 
Henry I had created in my dreams into 
the real, unmasked Henry. No longer did 
his long hair, his strange ring, elaborate 
attire, even his exquisite, almost feminine 
apartment, seem like artistic affectation to 
me. 

I saw now it was the outward manifes- 
tation of his hidden nature. Unaware of 
my ominous thoughts, Henry restlessly 
smoked a cigarette or two. Finally. he 
rose from his chair and announced casual- 
ly: “Tessa, I think I'll take a walk. Why 
don’t you go to bed? You look tired.” 

I was deadly calm as I said: “Go ahead, 
Henry. I do believe I'll get to bed shortly 
—I’m exhausted.” He had no sooner closed 
the door behind him when I had called the 
judge and asked him to come over at once. 
It seemed eons before he arrived, and when 
he did, I felt something inside me snap, 
and I fell into his arms. 

Gently he led me to the sofa, and I re- 
covered enough of my equilibrium to tell 
him the strange story I’d pieced together 
from the note, the signature and the phone 
call. Then he said quietly, “What you are 
trying to tell me, Theresa, is that you sus- 
pect your husband of . . . well . . .” 

I nodded miserably. “I see.” He was 
grave. “It is true that his appearance is 
rather flamboyant, and I sensed a curious 
strangeness in him when we met, but ac- 
tually you have no proof, my dear, no con- 
clusive proof, of the fact.” 

“But how can I really know, then?” I 
asked dully. 

“You're quite sure you want to know. 
Theresa?” he countered, regarding me 
keenly. “Don’t you see, I must be sure now 
—one way or the other.” 

I replied bitterly: “Things can never be 
right again between Henry and me unless 
I prove my suspicions false—or justified.” 
My voice was a mere whisper. 

“Very well, then,” said Judge Cardwell 
sympathetically, “we'll have to trace Henry 
to this Tony’s you mentioned.” I uttered 
a gasp of dismay. “I’m afraid it’s got to be 
this way, Theresa.” The judge patted my 
hand. “You must be completely sure in 
matters of this sort.” Then he became the 
prosecutor, the clear-thinking solon. 

“Now. Henry said he would be taking a 
walk, so it is safe to assume the Tony's to 
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which he referred in the phone conversa- 
tion must be somewhere within walking 
radius of this apartment.” He asked for 
my phone book, and in a matter of min- 
utes, we were in a cab, heading for a near- 
by cabaret. 

During the ride, Judge Cardwell reiter- 
ated his query as to whether I could take 
what might come, but I brushed his con- 
cern aside. My mind was still in a turmoil 
when I found myself inside the black-vel- 
vet-draped cellar known as Tony’s. The 
judge sought out a small and secluded 
and drew me 
“Look around, 


table in one of the corners. 
unprotestingly into a chair. 
Theresa.” he said briefly. 

I glanced dully at the couples seated 
around the room, listening to the dreary 
five-piece band beating out an uninspired 
tune, or revolving listlessly about the dance 
floor. To my horrified surprise. the couples 
were all men—and what strange men! 

As I gazed at the revolting spectacle, I 
saw. among them, the man I called my hus- 
band. He was seated at a table. talking 
intimately with none other than my old. 
implacable enemy, Andre Maximilian. Now 
at last I knew. without a shadow of doubt. 
that my dreadful suspicions were true. 
Andre’s hatred of me became clear: we 
had been rivals. 

Henry had wanted me as his dance part- 
ner. and was clever enough to understand 
that without marriage it would have been 
He’d never loved me as a man, 
It was all too pain- 


impossible. 
because he couldn’t. 
fully simple. 

The judge left me at the 
apartment, at my insistence. 
face Henry alone, for the last time. He ar- 
rived about one in the morning. and his 
curious. self-satisfied smile disappeared 
when he saw me sitting rigidly there. wait- 


door of my 
I wanted to 


ing for him. 


“Something wrong?” he inquired casual- 
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Henry.” I said, launching into the 
Henry smiled amusedly as I 
concluded. “You are so naive, my dear 
Tessa,” he said lightly. “Many theatrical 
people marry, and yet live separate lives 
in a physical and intimate You 
know—” he mentioned several well-known 
stage couples—“have such an arrange- 
ment.” 

He smiled winningly. attempting to the 
last to charm me. “Now why can’t we?” 
Outraged, I hissed: “No thank you. Henry. 
I couldn’t degrade myself any more than I 
already have. This is goodbye.” And be- 
fore he could reply. I swept out of the 
apartment—and out of his sordid life, for- 
ever. 

The judge helped me to get my divorce 
as quietly and with as much dignity as pos- 


“Yes, 


sordid story. 


sense, 


sible. I went to Margot shortly after my 
break with Henry. and told her all that had 
happened. She told me that she’d sus- 


pected Henry. but had had no proof. She 
also gave me the news that Andre had left 
the troupe. and she’d heard via the thea- 
trical grapevine that he and Henry were 
living in Los Angeles. 


When at last I felt like my old self 
again. [ rejoined Margot’s troupe and 
soothed my troubled spirit by plunging 


wholeheartedly into the dancing that meant 
so much to me. Anson—I don’t call him 
judge anymore—has helped me to forget 
my tragic past. first through tactful friend- 
ship. and more recently with his mature, 
but none the less urgent. lovemaking. 

I know now that he is a real man, in the 
most complete and demanding sense of the 
word, a man who at long last can give me 
the response I craved so deeply and didn’t 
find with Henry. 

One of these days, the way things are go- 
ing. ll be Mrs. Anson Cardwell—and this 
time, praise be, I’m going to be truly mar- 
No more shadow marriages for me, 
got the real thing 


THE END 


ried. 
with a half-man. 
this time. 
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YOU, TOO, CAN MAKE 
EXTRA MONEY 


IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


Thousands of 
successful 
Lucky Heart 
representatives 
can prove it to 
you! Read what 
one of them has 










to say: “I have 
gndeyee beirs the 
Luc = fe art 
Agent. have bought 
myself a 7-room house 
with the money I made, 
besides all the other good 
things I now have. I just 
can't praise Lucky Heart too much.’ ’ tao 
G. Henry. 


PEOPLE OF ALL AGES School girls, house- 
wives and elderly folks make good money 
taking orders for Lucky Heart fast-selling 
cosmetics and household needs in their 
spare time. You, too, will find it an easy, 
pleasant way to have extra money for 
things you want. 


NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED we send every- 
thing you need, show you how. Write to- 
day for new catalog, display case offer and 
free samples to: 


LUCKY HEART, DEPT. TC-2 MEMPHIS, TENN. 








NEW! SENSATIONAL! 


The most exciting perfume of the age. 
Secret aroma helps win the one you 
love. Romance begins with Sheba’s 
Secret. 


Powerful! Exotic! Mysterious! 

be Use carefully. Full half ounce, (240 
WwW drops) rushed by return mail $3 00 

(2 for $5.00) cash, money order or 

CO.D We pay postage. Directions 

enclosed. Cash orders sent AIRMAIL. 

Don't delay, Act TODAY! JAY RION’ Dept.E 
787 HAZELWOOD. AVE., PITTSBURGH 17, PA 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


A NEW CLINIC 
FOR TREATMENT OF 
PROSTATE GLAND 


The Kansas City Clinic, 
Just Opened, Offers New, 
Free Booklet Describing 

Mild and Effective 
Treatment for 
Prostate Gland 

Disorders 





Are you bothered with night 
rising, loss of pep and vigor, 
backaches, leg aches, general 
weakness or burning and diffi- 
cult urination? 


These symptoms may be caused 
by Prostate Gland trouble, which 
occurs most frequently in men 
past 40. Write today for your 
Free Booklet, which describes a 
mild and effective Institutional 
treatment by specialists of long 
experience. It may save you 
years of needless suffering. 
Write or come to: 
The KANSAS CITY CLINIC 
2328 Brooklyn, Desk 13 
Kansas City 27, Mo. 











69 





Dope 
Runner 


(Continued from Page 29) 


His eyes glistened for a moment, then 
glazed and I wondered whether he would 
change his mind and give himself a fix be- 
fore leaving. If he did that, he’d have no 
ise for me or any other woman. I’d heard 
that guys who are on the tip don’t go for 
sex. and I said a silent prayer that he 
would find me more appealing at that mo- 
ment than a jolt of heroin. 

Yes, I know it was a repulsive, evil thing 
» be praying for, but I wanted him to for- 
get about running away and make love to 
me. My life. my brother Tommy’s and 
those of countless other kids trapped in 
Harlem depended on it. 

| threw my arms around his neck, arched 
myself to him and whispered, “Be nice to 
me. Lefty. I want you to .. .” 


> IGHT THEN, I was the unhappiest 
and most helpless victim in that great 
big trap called Harlem. And as I steeled 
myself against Lefty’s unwelcomed ca- 
esses, I tried to remember that if my little 
trick worked, Tommy and I would some 
lay be free to go so far away we'd never 
hear of the place again. 

Some people blame us for what hap- 
pened. If they’re right, it’s because we 
were a couple of teen-agers playing around 
with things we couldn’t handle or under- 
stand, and we ended up in a situation that 
would have bugged the average grownup. 

Yes, Harlem to me was a big trap, al- 
though actually you can’t describe it in one 
word. It’s too big and too complicated. Its 
crowded tenements and new elevator apart- 
ments; buildings with doormen and build- 
ings that open into the gutter. Harlem is 
Cadillacs and pushcarts, glamor girls and 
scrubwomen, preachers and pimps; the 
good all mixed up with the bad. My trou- 
ble was that ever since I could remember, 
I knew only the bad. 

Our block was like any other block in 
the 130°s near Lenox Avenue. Row on row 
f dirty brick tenements, with people 
hanging out of the windows for a breath of 
fresh air and looking down into the bat- 
tered garbage cans or watching the scream- 
ng kids racing up and down the street. 

Each day was like the day before and 
exactly like tomorrow would be. In the 
evening, I’d sit on the stoop and pretend I 
was a million miles away from there. Then 
Leonard would come out of his building 
nd join me, interrupting my dreams. I 
lidn’t mind too much because I liked him. 
We'd been going together for almost a year 

d of all the people I knew, he was the 
mly one I could talk to. 

Leonard was 18 and by some miracle was 
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still in school; most of the kids either had 
to or wanted to drop out almost the same 
day they reached the legal age. I guess it 
was his ambition that attracted me to him. 
He was tall and rather lanky and his face 
was plain, but full of kindness and intelli- 
gence. 

He sat beside me in silence as usual one 
evening, then asked quietly, “Which dream 
this time, Queenie?” 

I took in the whole dismal scene before 
me with a wave of my hand. “Nothing but 
kids, garbage, dirt—and more kids,” I said 
bitterly. 

“Still thinking about getting out, huh?” 

“T’ve got to get away from here, Len!” I 
said fiercely. “I want nice things, a room 
of my own where I can have some privacy.” 

Leonard put his arm around my shoul- 
der. “Yeah, it’s a rugged deal. especially 
for a girl. But I'll be out of school soon 
and I'll get a job. We'll get married and—” 

“And what?” Resentment flared up with- 
in me and I pushed his arms away. “I can 
see it all now. We'll move in with your 
parents or mine and by our fifth anniver- 
sary we'll have five kids and a pile of bills 
this high! Well, you can have it! I’m going 
to have some fun out of life if I have to—” 
I couldn’t go on because of the tightness of 
my throat. 

“Gee, I feel awful when you talk like 
that, Queenie,” he said in a tortured voice. 
“Tt scares me to think maybe you might do 
something that—” 

“Don’t worry,” I snapped. “I’m a nice 
respectable girl—I have to be!” My voice 
was heavy with sarcasm. “Look at me. Run- 
down shoes, hand-me-down dress—. A man 
with money would have to be pretty hard 
up to make a pass at me, if that’s what 
you're thinking.” 

“T’m in love with you just as you are, 
Queenie,” he said softly. “I don’t want any- 
body else looking at you—ever! Someday 
I’m going to get those pretty things you 
want. You'll see!” 

I squeezed his arm reassuringly. “Sure 
you will, Len.” 

Just then my sister Mae stuck her head 
out of the window above us. She was a cute 
kid and smart for a six-year-old, but it was 
no fun having to share a room with her. 
“Mom says you come right up _ here, 
Queenie!” she yelled. “We're getting ready 
to eat.” 

“See you later?” Len’s voice was hopeful. 

I smiled tiredly. “Sure, why not?” 

As I passed the second floor landing, I 
heard an urgent hissing from one darkened 
end of the hall. I hesitated, at the same 
time remembering Mom’s warning never to 
linger in the hallways of our building. 

“Come here a minute. honey.” I heard a 
woman’s voice call out. It was Ruby Moore, 
the shady lady who was shunned by all the 
decent people in the building. Ruby lived 
alone, but had all sorts of mysterious visi- 
tors at all hours of the night and day and 
lately there’d been talk that she entertained 
some of the older boys in the neighborhood 
up in her apartment. 

I walked slowly back to where she stood 


in the door, a faded housecoat drawn 
around her skinny form. Her hair looked 
as if she had just got out of bed and her 
eyes burned feverishly in her worn, but still 
pretty face. “You call me?” I asked cau- 
tiously. 

“You're the Tillson girl, aren’t you?” 
she asked, peering closely at me. Her hands 
were trembling and she looked as if she'd 
pass out any minute. 

“Yes. I’m Queenie. Are—are you sick?” 

She shook her head. “I'll be all right. I 
need somebody to run an errand for me. 
Maybe you could call one of the boys in 
the candy store downstairs for me.” 

“T didn’t see anybody down there when 
I came up just now,” I told her. “Just old 
man Tomkins.” 

She closed her eyes and sweat popped 
out all over her dark brown face. I was 
really frightened then. “I'll go call a doe- 
tor.” I volunteered. 

“No!” She grabbed me with her claw- 
like fingers. “I tell you Tl be all right 
soon’s I get— You go for me!” she said 
suddenly. I drew back, but she wouldn't 
turn loose. “Ill give you money—five dol- 





lars!” she gasped. 

She pulled a crumpled envelope out of 
her robe pocket. “All you have to do is de- 
liver this and bring back an answer.” She 
pressed the envelope into my hand, “Will 
you do ae 

Five dollars! I thought. I was wised up 
enough to know that something was fishy; 
only people in the rackets could afford to 
hand out money like that. “Is it the num- 
bers?” I asked breathlessly. 

Ruby stared at me for a moment, then 
nodded her head vigorously. “That’s it, 
honey! The numbers. I want you to sort of 
put down a bet for me. Take this to the 520 
bar and ask for a man named Lefty. Give 
it to him and he’ll give you something to 
bring back.” 

The five dollars was too tempting. “Okay, 
I'll do it. But I’ve got to go upstairs first.” 

But Ruby wasn’t listening to me. She 
was staggering back to the rumpled bed I 
saw through the open door. I closed it and 
ran up to our apartment, 

Mom was at the kitchen stove when I 
came in. “That you, Queenie?” she asked 
without turning around. 

“Yeah, Mom.” 

“Did you see Tommy down front?” She 
turned out the gas under the pot she was 
stirring. 

“T haven’t seen him all day.” 

She groaned as she eased herself into a 
chair and bent over to rub her ankles. 
“Suppertime, he ought to be home soon.” 

I shrugged. “He’s probably with those 
bop characters down at the poolroom.” 

“That boy’ll be the death of me yet.” she 
sighed wearily. “He’s 16 years old and 
thinks he’s so grown he can do as he 
pleases!” 

“It’s not fair for you to have to worry 
about him, on top of everything else,” I 
flared. 

Mom poured herself a cup of coffee. 
“Tommy’s a good boy at heart. There’s so 
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much devilment for kids to get into around 
here—” Her voice trailed off and she sat 
there staring at the cup of coffee, a tired, 
gray-haired woman, old before her time. 

I held Ruby’s note behind me and moved 
into the cluttered bedroom where Mae and 
I slept. “We're about to sit down and eat,” 
Mom called out. 

“Later, Mom. 
show with Len tonight.” 


I’ve— I’m going to the 


WENT to the dresser and studied myself 

in the mirror. My face was attractive 
enough, at least that’s what people said, 
but I'd never been to the beauty shop, I 
thought ruefully, doing the best I could to 
make my hair look nice. 

It hadn’t occurred to me before, but the 
520 bar would be filled with women whose 
clothes would make mine look like flour 
sacks by comparison. Making a sudden 
decision, I took out my best outfit. It was 
over a year old and the skirt hugged my 
hips a little snugly. but I knew it would 
help me enter the bar without being 
stopped to show proof of my age. I was 17, 
but looked much younger without makeup. 

“You behave yourself, now,” Mom cau- 
tioned as I hurried in the door. “You’re 
mighty dressed up to be going to a show,” 
she added critically. 

“We're going to the Apollo. 
money for main floor seats.” I lied. I blew 
her a kiss and left. 

As I passed the poolroom, I saw Tommy 
lounging against the wall. I knocked on 
the window and when he looked up, beck- 
oned for him to come out. He strolled leis- 
urely outside. “I told you a million times 
not to come snooping around here,” he 


Len’s got 


complained. 

“Mom wants you.” 

“What am I? A kid or something? Tell 
her I'll be home when I get there.” 

“It’s your funeral.” I said, turning away. 
“A hard head makes a soft behind, and 
Mom'll prove it when you do show up!” 

“Shove off!” he growled. embarrassed in 
front of his pals, who huddled in the door 
to get an earful. “I'll go home when I’m 
good and ready!” 

I didn’t argue any further. I wanted to 
finish the errand for Ruby and collect the 
five dollars she’d promised. When I got to 
the 520 bar, I stopped outside and carefully 
applied makeup to my face. Then, smooth- 
ing down my skirt and taking a deep 
breath, I walked inside. 

I'd been afraid that every eye in the 
place would be fastened on me the moment 
I walked in, but except for brief glances 
from a few of the men sitting at the bar, I 
attracted little attention. To tell the truth, I 
was somewhat annoyed. I saw the way they 
leaned close to their women companions 
with admiration written all over their faces 
and I was envious. I wanted to command 
that kind of attention from men. Well. 
maybe I would some day when— 

“Hi, doll. What’ll it be?” The bartender 
sponged off the bar where I was standing. 

“Oh, I don’t want a drink,” I said quick- 
ly. “I’m looking for Lefty.” 


The bartender’s eyes narrowed and he 
studied me from head to foot. “I don’t 
know— You wait here. I'll see if he’s 
around.” 

I climbed up on a stool so I wouldn’t be 
too conspicuous and watched him go over 
to a booth in the back. He talked with 
someone who was hidden by the back of 
the booth, then came back to the bar. 

“Ts he here?” I asked anxiously. 

But he didn’t answer, just stood there 
staring at me. 

“You the doll lookin’ for Lefty?” a voice 
behind me asked. 

“Yes. is he here?” I sat staring at my 
hands, afraid to look around. 

“Maybe. What's the pitch?” The man 
moved around beside me and I was looking 
at a hard-faced man wearing the nicest 
looking clothes I'd ever seen on a man. 

“Ruby Moore asked me to give this to 
Lefty.” I told him, holding out the en- 
velope. 

“And who’re you?” 

I told him and felt the blood rush to my 
face as he leaned back to take a lingering 
look at me from the back. “I got news for 
you. Phil.” he said to the bartender. “This 
doll’s got more on the ball than all the 
scarecrows sittin’ at this bar put together!” 

“Difference of opinion, but that’s what 
makes horse racing,” Phil answered. 

“Five’ll get you ten I’m right. Some new 
clothes. a trip to Poro or Apex—” He broke 
off and laughed. “Let me see what Ruby 
wants. as if I didn’t know! Give the doll a 
drink, Phil! Ill be right back.” 

The only thing I could think of to order 
was a Tom Collins. I'd seen pictures of the 
drink and it looked like lemonade. It wasn’t 
bad. either. tasting almost as good as it 
looked. Lefty came back before I was half 
finished, but I told him I couldn’t stay be- 
cause Ruby was waiting. He gave me a 
small envelope. 

“You know what’s happenin’, doll?” he 
asked, eyeing me closely. 

“TT think so. Ruby hit the numbers 
and couldn’t come after the money herself,” 
I said. feeling very sure of myself and very 
wise. “You’re a numbers banker.” 

Lefty exchanged glances with the bar- 
tender. “That’s good enough,” he said to 
me. “Just don’t go spreadin’ it around.” He 
took out a huge roll of bills and peeled off 
a five, handing it to me along with the en- 
velope. “Run along now. Two to one Ruby’s 
about to flip her wig. but what you got 
there will cool her,” he added, winking at 
Phil. 

I hurried out, feeling light-headed and 
warm inside. When I got to Ruby’s place, 
she snatched the envelope out of my hands 
and almost slammed the door in my face. 
I banged on the door. “Hey! You forgot 
something.” I yelled. 

She stuck her hand out and tossed a 
crumpled bill at me, then closed and bolted 
the door. I grabbed up the money and ran 
up the steps. 


KNOW now how dumb I was, but I con- 
sidered myself a real hep chick when I 


shut myself in my room and hid the money 
I'd made in the old shoe box where I kept 
all my possessions. A shiver of excitement 
raced through me at the realization that I’d 
seen a glimpse of the inside of the rackets 
and at the same time earned more money 
than I'd ever had at one time in my life. 

I lay on the bed dreaming of all the 
things I could buy for myself if I could run 
errands every day. The fact that it was a 
shady business didn’t bother me too much; 
what could happen to me if I got caught? 
Numbers was big business; practically 
everybody played. It couldn’t be too wrong. 

That’s why, a couple of nights later, I 
went back to the 520 club to see Lefty. I’d 
bought myself a dress with the $10 I had 
and left it at Ruby’s place, reminding her 
of the favor I’d done her. I didn’t dare take 
the thing home; Mom would have whaled 
the daylights out of me if she’d known. So 
I got dressed down at Ruby’s. She had a 
pair of high-heeled sandals that were kill- 
ing her. she said. and insisted that I borrow 
them and the handbag she had to match. 

So when I entered the bar. I knew I was 
a totally different girl than the one who’d 
stumbled in there two days ago. The looks 
I got from the men were proof that the 
change was all for the better. Lefty took 
one look at me and stood there with his 
mouth hanging open. Then he banged his 
hand down on the bar and roared with 
laughter. 

“Dig the little doll!” he said to Phil, the 
bartender. “What'd I tell you?” 

Phil just grinned, but I could see he 
shared Lefty’s approval of me. Lefty took 
my arm and led me over to a booth. I 
didn’t know quite how to begin, but I got 
across the idea I'd been mulling over since 
I last saw him. A shrewd light came into 
his eyes when I finished. 

“Might be a good thing at that, doll,” he 
said thoughtfully. “I never thought of it 
before—using a dame for a mule.” 

- “Mule?” 

“Er—that’s what we call a runner,” he 
explained. “Yeah, it might work. Nobody’d 
ever dig—” He leaned his head back and 
appeared to be thinking, although his eyes 
never left mine. Finally. he said, “What 
about your folks?” 

“T can handle them.” 

“Okay.” he said at last. “We'll give it a 
try.” 

And that’s how I got mixed up in the 
whole ugly business. 

I made good money. I’d meet Lefty at 
the bar and every day there were at least 
one or two deliveries to make. Before long, 
I had more clothes than I could hide in 
Ruby’s tiny closet. And there, I was con- 
stantly faced with the prospect of being 
confronted by Mom or one of the neighbors 
who’d be certain to start snooping. Even- 
tually. I accepted Lefty’s invitation to store 
my things in his apartment. 

There was never anything between us. 
At first, I thought it was because he con- 
sidered me too young to fool around with, 
but I noticed that he never had anything 
to do with women. He’d jive around with 
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them, buy them drinks, even take them rid- 
ing in his new convertible, but as far as I 
could see, he never made passes at them. 

He certainly wasn’t on the gay side, 
either. He was just not interested in wom- 
en. Then I began to hear things, things I 
was afraid to question him about. You can’t 
help but get educated in a bar like the 520 
and I got hep in a hurry. 

People who were on the tip—addicted to 
dope—had no use for sex, I learned. I’d 
never seen any evidence that Lefty was a 
junkie, not even in his room when I went 
there to dress up, but it was a possibility. 
Finally, I gave up trying to figure it out 
and put him down as a strange guy who 
just didn’t go for me. 

But plenty of the other 520 regulars did. 
Lefty warned me not to fall for the smooth 
line they all tried to hand me. “Love can 
mess you up quicker than anything else on 
God’s green earth!” he’d say to me. “Love 
is the saddest hype ever put down. The only 
thing you can count on is those dead Presi- 
dents you can fold up and put in your 
pocketbook!” 

But he could have saved his breath. I 
wasn’t concerned about love and romance. 
The money I had and the attention I got 
from other men was all I needed. I finally 
decided to move into an apartment of my 
own. Mom didn’t like it, even after I told 
her I had a job downtown and was sharing 
a place with a girl I worked with. However. 
it meant there was one less mouth to feed 
and every week I gave her money to help 
out. 

Then, one night when I was visiting her. 
she said tearfully, “I wish you’d speak to 
Tommy. Lord knows I’ve done everything 
I could for that boy, but he won’t pay me 
no mind. There’s something terrible wrong 
with him and I don’t know what!” 

I consoled her the best I could and prom- 
ised to do as she asked. I found Tommy at 
his regular hangout, but when he sauntered 
over to me I forgot everything I wanted to 
say. It was his eyes. There was something 
about them that scared me. 

They had a vague, haunted look and a 
hard lump of fear settled around my heart 
when I remembered why it was familiar. It 
was the same look in the eyes of the men 
and women Lefty had been sending me to! 

I didn’t sleep well that night for thinking 
about my brother. I knew enough to sus- 
pect what was going on, but I refused to let 
myself believe it. What happened a few 
weeks later opened my eyes and kept them 
that way. 

Lefty and I were sitting in the 520 trying 
to figure whether we had enough time to 
make it out to the track and catch the final 
race, when the phone in the middle booth 
rang. This was Lefty’s “office” and he kept 
1 “temporarily out of service” sign hung 
over the mouthpiece, so it was always va- 
cant. 

“Wanna take that one, Queenie?” he 
isked casually. 

“Why not?” 

“Sure, why not? You gotta learn the rou- 
tine sometime. Go answer it. Wait for 
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them to ask about the bus to Staten Island, 
then say it’s leaving on schedule.” 

I hadn’t the slightest idea what he meant, 
but I slipped into the booth and took off the 
receiver. “Yes?” 

There was a pause, then an urgent voice 
said, “Maybe I got the wrong number, lady. 
but I want to find out about the bus to 
Staten Island.” 

“It— It’s leaving on schedule,” I an- 
swered. still puzzled. 

“T got a friend who just has to be on that 
bus, lady! He’s about to—well, he’s just 
gotta!” The voice called off an address and 
the connection was broken. I took the num- 
ber to Lefty. 

“Hmmm, one of those bop cats,” he said 
after studying it. “When they get hard up. 
they'll do anything to get a fix. You be 
careful, Queenie, and you get the dough in 
your hand before you turn loose the stuff.” 

“What’s this all about, Lefty?” I asked. 
my voice rising. 

“You mean you haven’t picked up yet?” 
he demanded incredulously. And then he 
explained it all to me; how I was being 
paid for being a “mule”—delivery boy—for 
him; that he was a “pusher,” and that all 
along I'd been delivering horse—heroin— 
to junkies, addicts. 

In those few seconds I became the wisest 
woman in the world; so wise it scared me 
speechless. All I could do was dumbly ac- 
cept the packet—a “deck” of heroin—and 
head for the address I'd been given. My 
feet dragged with every step I took, but I 
knew I'd have to go through with it. 

This was a job you didn’t quit when you 
felt like it. I'd heard plenty of tales about 
the gruesome “accidents” that happened 
to people when they tried to quit the racket. 
And I knew that whatever happened to 
Lefty would also happen to me; I was in it 
as deep as he was, all the way up to my 
neck. 

I found the broken-down building and 
climbed two flights of rickety stairs. I 
knocked on the door and waited. The 
sounds I heard inside chilled my blood. 
I'd heard them before, but now I knew what 
those awful moans were—the wailing of a 
junkie who was “falling apart” so great 
was his need for a fix. 

The door opened a slit and I whispered. 
“Staten Island bus.” A dirty paw reached 
out and I jumped back. “I—TI’ve got to col- 
lect in front,” I said shakily. 

Just then a horrible scream 
through the door and I nearly fainted. Id 
voice—it was 


pierced 
recognized that agonized 
Tommy! I pushed past the fellow at the 
door, but stopped short at the heart-ripping 
sight. Lying on the bed was my brother. 
covered with sweat and shaking so hard 
the cot on which he was lying thumped 
against the bare floor. 

“For God’s sake, give it to me!” he 
screamed through saliva-flecked lips. His 
hands clawed at his clothes and I could 
only stand there helplessly, my heart dead 
within me. His eyes rolled toward me, and 
seeing the packet I held in my hand, he 


leaped from the bed and lunged at me. The 
envelope was ripped from my hands and 
his trembling fingers ripped it open. 

I stared horrified as he mixed the white 
powder it contained with some water. One 
of the two young fellows who were there 
poured the solution into a blackened spoon 
and held it over a candle the other had 
lighted. Meanwhile, I saw my brother pick 
up a big safety pin and begin jabbing it 
into his arm. 

Nausea clogged my mouth and nose as | 
watched the dull point tear into his flesh, 
Then, Tommy grabbed up an old eye drop- 
per and filled it with the solution in the 
spoon. He stuck the point into the hole 
he’d dug in his arm and squeezed the rub- 
ber bulb. 

I passed out. 

The next thing I remember, I was walk- 
ing along the street. slowly going to pieces 
inside. Never in all my life had I known so 
much fear; it was so great I could almost 
feel it, taste it. It was too much for one 
person to carry all bottled up inside; I had 
to get help! 

Lefty? Who ever heard of a pusher stick- 
ing his neck out for a junkie, even if the 
poor sucker was the brother of a friend? 

Leonard? I hadn’t seen him in ages. The 
last I'd heard he’d just heard from his draft 
board. 

The cops? They’d just bust me—toss me 
in jail, while Tommy went on suffering the 
tortures of the damned and Lefty went scot 
free. 

Mom i 





[* SOME DAY things are ever straight- 
- ened out in Harlem, most of the credit 
will go to the mothers up there. I’ve heard 
of mothers kicking out daughters for com- 
ing home to have babies with no fathers 
and I’ve read of them refusing to speak to 
sons who flunked in college. But I’ve never 
heard of a Harlem mother who wouldn't 
move heaven and earth to keep her family 
together or to help one of her kids in 
trouble. 

I went back home and dropped my load 
of fear on Mom’s already bent shoulders. 
She bore it. She cried, she scolded, but in 
the end it was like when I was a little girl 
and I was no longer afraid. I did what she 
suggested; the only thing, the right thing. 

The cops listened with bored politeness 
until I told them about Lefty. It was a 
young plainclothesman on the narcotics 
squad who thought up the scheme to get 
Lefty, and through him, the “big wheel.” 

“T wouldn’t give a plugged nickel for 
your chances if he should get wise,” he 
warned me. 

“T don’t care,” I said listlessly, thinking 
of Tommy and all the other kids who were 
joy-popping and main-lining in the holes 
of Harlem. 

“Okay. Remember, everything depends 
on timing. We'll raid his pad at 9 p.m. on 
the head. Your job is to get him there and 
keep him there until then. Think you can 
do it?” 
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“Tl do it.” I said grimly. I went out to 
find Lefty. 

A sinking feeling hit me when Phil said 
he hadn’t seen him all day. I checked all 
the other places he might be. Nothing. 
Then. as I walked dejectedly toward home, 
I saw Lefty’s black convertible standing in 
a garage. The mechanic remembered see- 
ing us together. I guess, because he told me 
he’d just serviced the car because Lefty 
was taking a trip. I went to Lefty’s place. 
He was packing when I walked in. . . 


Ny] OW. I PRESSED myself against him, 
e trying desperately to arouse whatever 
spark of passion that remained in him. Out 
of the corner of my eye I saw the clock on 
the dresser. Only 7:30! 

There was only one way to hold him 
there for an hour and a half. If it didn’t 


work—but it had to work! I used every 
trick I'd ever heard or read about. Lefty’s 
uneven breathing burned against my neck, 
his hands fumbled with my blouse. I closed 
my eyes and waited... . 

When the cops broke in, Lefty was 
sprawled across the bed, half asleep. 

Tommy was lucky enough to get into the 
government hospital at Lexington, Ky., and 
when I complete the lenient prison term I 
drew. we should be getting out about the 
same time. We've already agreed to go 
somewhere—-anywhere—else and start all 
over again. 

Some may say we’re running away, but 
we're not. We've had enough trouble for 
two lifetimes. Things are still bad up there, 
but we fought against them and we helped 
clean up one little corner of Harlem. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 9) 
sounded sincere. so I accepted. He told me 
that he had acted the way he did just to 
impress me. I was flattered. I confess. 

He asked me for a date and I told him I 
would think about it. Of course. I knew I'd 
say “yes” whenever he asked me again. A 
few days later. he made his second bid and 
I let him call on me. We hit it off fine to- 
gether. And from then on. we were a regu- 
lar twosome. 

Kenny and I didn’t fall in love with each 
other in a hurry. Rather, we went through 
a long courtship of about three years be- 
fore we were ready to swear that it was the 
real thing. The years gave him ample time 
to know me and vice versa. I got to learn 
that Kenny is a restless type of guy who 
has to be doing something all the time to 
avoid boredom. I also found out that he is 
a bit high-strung and given to snap de- 
cisions. 

His proposal of marriage to me, for ex- 
ample, came suddenly and without any 
sign or warning. The time was in Septem- 
ber, 1940. Kenny was away in Chicago, 
having just played on the all-star college 
football squad against the Green Bay Pack- 
ers, then pro champs, in the annual AIll- 
Star Game in Soldier Field. The collegians 
lost the contest 45 to 28 but Kenny was 
cited by sportswriters as one of the real 
stars of the game. 

I was thrilled on hearing that. But noth- 
ing like I was going to be. A day or so 
after the All-Star Game, I got a wire from 
Kenny. It read simply: “June—Please 
take next fastest plane to Chicago. Would 
like to marry you here. Love—Kenny.” I 
did as he requested and we were married 
in a private ceremony. 

My marriage to Kenny set a new pattern 
of life for me. I began to like football and 
some other sports too. His set of friends 
became my set. Kenny likes to hobnob 
with pro football and baseball players and 
salesmen who live in Los Angeles. Some 
of these men are married and their wives 
have become my closest friends. 


Kenny is not as restless as he used to be, 
I’m happy to say. I think his present job 
has brought him around to a condition of 
peace with himself. He now works as a 
liquor salesman for a large national distil- 
lery and it keeps him plenty busy. The 
job is the best one he’s ever had, he feels. 

Before taking the assignment he worked 
on several jobs, among them bit parts in 
movies and a tour of duty with the Los 
Angeles police as a uniformed cop. None 
of his early jobs seemed to keep him on the 
go like he wanted to be. Right now, I’m 
thankful to say. he appears to have found 
what he has been looking for for a long 
time. 

I've never once regretted my mar- 
riage to Kenny, though we’ve had many of 
the tough moments that pop up to threaten 
the sacred bonds of most every marital 
union. Fortunately for us. we’ve managed 
to pull through them all in a peaceful sort 
of way and are now more strongly attached 
to each other than ever before. 

Kenny and I, as man and wife, have a 
lot to feel happy about. We have a mod- 
est, little white-frame house on the west 
side of Los Angeles where we can enjoy 
the comforts of a real home life. Also we 
have a wonderful son. strapping and ener- 
getic Kenny. Jr.. 11. The boy is like his 
dad in many ways. For one thing. he loves 
athletics. He thereby has come to worship 
his dad. knowing that he is widely famed 
as a former grid hero. 

The son. however, doesn’t want to follow 
in the footsteps of his illustrious dad for 
some reason of his own. He wants to play 
baseball for a living. He would like to be 
as good at the diamond game as Jackie 
Robinson of the Brooklyn Dodgers who, as 
many will recall. was a teammate of his 
dad in football at UCLA. 

As far as Kenny and I are concerned, we 
have no demands at all to make on our son 
about his choice of a life’s career. We want 
him to work at whatever he likes. Kenny 
had almost unlimited freedom in picking 
his own career and it has proved to be a 
good thing that he did. He finds satisfac- 
tion with his work. We figure that our son 
deserves just as much in his life. 


Honky 
Tonk 


Love 





(Continued from Page 33) 
it two cokes,” Marty said. “The little lady 
doesn’t indulge and I’m going on the 
wagon.” 

“How do you know what I want?” I de- 
manded, irritated at the way he had taken 
me over. 

“It’s not what you want, but what’s good 
for you,” he said calmly. “I wasn’t kidding 
in there. If I’m going to handle you, what 
I say goes.” 

“TI haven’t signed any contract or any- 
thing for you to be my agent.” 

He shrugged and got to his feet. “It’s up 
to you, little lady. If you want to go on 
battling guys like Sherman and working 
for peanuts—” 

Instantly, I felt ashamed of myself. He 
made me feel exactly what I was, a scared 
kid who didn’t know from nothing. “I’m 
sorry,” I said quickly. 

I studied his face and something about 
it made me change my original estimate 
about him. He was the first man whose 
eyes didn’t try to undress me. Maybe he is 
different. I thought. 

I said somewhat apologetically, “I guess 
being on my own has made me suspicious 
of everybody.” 

“That’s swell with me—except when it 
comes to business. Stick with me and you'll 
make the bigtime. Margie. You've got a 
swell voice, but you’ve got to develop a 
style of your own. Your makeup—that 
dress, you’ve got a lot to learn about show 
business, little lady. Is it a deal?” 

“Why not?” I glanced at the closed door 
of Sherman’s office. “What about him? Do 
you think he’ll fire me?” 

“Let him! But I don’t think he will. He’s 
not blind; he saw the way you sold that 
audience tonight.” He held up his glass. 
“Well, here’s to success,” he said. and we 
drank a toast with the soft drink. 

“There’s one more thing, Margie.” he 
said soberly. “You'll probably hear a lot of 
things about me, about how I let liquor and 
women bug me. Don’t let it throw you. 
You’re just what I need to get back on top. 
I’m telling you in front that you’re just an- 
other client to me—the only one I’ve got— 
and I want you to level with me. No secrets 
between us and no romance!” 

“Between us?” 

He shook his head. “I’ve had it! I’m 
talking about the jokers who'll start rush- 
ing you off your feet.” 

“Don’t worry, Marty. I know what I 
want.” 





WORKED at Sherman’s for two months 
and was making $100 a week when 
Marty made me quit. During that time. he 
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sent me to a vocal coach in New York and 
taught me to wear clothes and use makeup 
to best advantage. Our contract called for 
him to get 10 per cent of my earnings, but 
Marty not only didn’t bother to collect, but 
laid out his own money for gowns and 
other expenses. 

“I’m keeping a record of every cent,” he 
used to tell me. “I'll collect later. I’m will- 
ng to gamble on you, little lady.” And I'd 
work that much harder, 

But when he told Sherman I was quit- 
ting, | began to have doubts. And when he 
told me I was to go into a small spot in the 
Village at less money than I was making, I 
hit the ceiling. He took my hands in his 
and quietly explained what he had in mind. 

“Who's running this show? Sure, you'll 
be getting less dough, but here at Sher- 
man’s nobody can see you, nobody that 
counts. | want you in a spot where produc- 
ers and others who can do you some good 

an see and hear you. Okay?” 

He said a lot more. but I wasn’t paying 
much attention. I was studying his hand- 
some face, wondering what it would be like 
to see him really smile. to see the hard look 
in his eyes soften. I recalled all the times 
I'd been tired and discouraged at the seem- 
ngly slow progress I was making and 
would have given anything to have his 
strong arms comfort me. 

But it was strictly business between us, 
ind all I had to do was remember guys like 
Sherman and all the others who had tried 
to paw me and I was positive there was no 
place for men in my life. 

\s usual, Marty was right. The publicity 
from my appearance in Greenwich Village 
landed me in an off-Broadway club at a 
salary that took my breath away. After my 
opening there, I was so thrilled and excited 
by the applause, I rushed backstage and 
threw myself into Marty’s waiting arms. 

“That was the end, little lady!” he said. 

tender light was shining in his eyes and 
he was smiling. 

Impulsively, I pulled his head down and 
kissed him full on the lips. His arms tight- 
ened around me and I thought I would 
faint from the unexpected sweetness of his 
embrace. But a moment later he released 
me and stepped back, a pained expression 
on his face. “Better do an encore,” he said. 

I hesitated, hoping he’d say something 
ibout the strange and glorious thing that 
had happened between us. But his eyes 
were hard again and his lips were pressed 
into a grim line. I went back to the micro- 
phone and did two more numbers, but my 
heart was still fluttery when they finally let 
me go, and I knew that Marty’s kiss had 
somehow changed my whole life. 

I worked hard at Club 52, anxious to win 
the kind of approval I’d seen in Marty’s 
eyes on opening night. But he was an ex- 
pert at concealing his feelings. If he had 
more than a professional interest in me, it 
vas the world’s best-kept secret. At the 
same time, he stood guard over my per- 
sonal life, chasing away any man who got 
too close to me. 

Once, when I arrived late for a rehearsal, 
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Marty peered curiously at me. “These re- 
hearsals are as important as the perform- 
ance, Margie,” he scolded. 

“I know. But—well, sometimes I get tired 
of the same old grind. What’s it getting 
me?” 

He eyed me suspiciously. “Are you dat- 
ing any of those stage-door Johnnies who’ve 
been pestering you?” 

“No, but maybe you’ve got something 
there!” I snapped, turning on my heel and 
sauntering over to the piano. I ignored 
him for the rest of the afternoon. 

Marty saw I was angry and for the next 
few days went out of his way to be nice. I 
didn’t respond to his overtures, however ; 
let him suffer, I thought, secretly gloating 
over my discovery of the one way to take 
the wind out of his sails. I was growing up 
fast and learning some of the feminine 
tricks of bringing a man around to your 
way of thinking. 

The following Monday, my day off. 
Marty came dashing up to my apartment. 
“How do you feel today?” he asked breath- 
lessly, the moment I opened the door. 

“Worried about your 10 per cent?” I 
retorted. 

“Hey! What’s the matter? This is our 
big day—just what we’ve been waiting for, 
little lady!” he said excitedly. 

“You mean you finally got me a raise at 
the club?” 

“Better than that! We've got a very im- 
portant date downtown. Come on!” 

On the way down in a cab that just 
wouldn’t go fast enough for him, Marty ex- 
plained. The old Club Harlem on Broad- 
way was reopening after a year of being 
dark, “I heard they’re auditioning singers 
today,” he went on. “I don’t know who's 
producing the show, but when he gets a 
load of those heavenly pipes of yours, little 
lady, you'll be in like Flynn!” 

Now that my big chance had actually 
come, I suddenly got a little panicky. “Do 
you think I’m good enough, Marty?” 

He patted my arm affectionately. “You'll 
slay ’em! Just remember one thing—don’t 
even listen if they offer you a spot in the 
chorus. For some reason, when a producer 
sees a beautiful girl who isn’t a star, right 
away he wants to shove her in the chorus.” 

“Do you really think [’m—beautiful, 
Marty?” 

He smiled. “That’s not half what I think, 
little lady! Now that we’re getting some 
place, I can say a lot of things I haven't 
said before.” 

I leaned toward him. “Tell me now,” I 
begged him. “Whether I’m a success or not. 
I still want to hear those things.” 

He shook his head gently. “We've waited 
this long. another hour or so won’t hurt. 
When you get up there to sing for them, I 
don’t want anything on your mind but that 
song. Now sit back and try to relax.” 


UST WALKING into the big, vacant 
club was a thrill for me, and seemed to 
mark the beginning of something new and 
wonderful and glamorous. The chairs were 
piled on the tables and the place was in 


darkness except for the brilliantly lighted 
stage. Down front. several men sat listen- 
ing to a tall, skinny girl singing a lowdown 
blues number. She wasn’t very good, and 
Marty and I waited until she finished, then 
approached the group. 

A fat little man, whose hat perched on 
the back of his round head, grunted wear- 
ily. “Okay, Miss, we'll let you know if any- 
thing happens.” 

The fellow sitting next to him, very dap- 
per in his expensive sport clothes, was the 
one who caught and held my attention. His 
hair shone like patent leather in the glow 
of the baby spot focused on the stage, and 
his boyish face was incredibly smooth and 
handsome. 

As we came up, his soft brown eyes 
turned on me and the boredom in them 
slipped away like a veil. But there was no 
other sign that he had taken special note 
of me. His glance slid to Marty. 

“Well, if it isn’t Mr. Ten Per Cent him- 
self!” he said in a sarcastic tone. 

Marty ignored him and spoke directly to 
the man who seemed to be in charge. “Gib- 
son, I've got a singer for your show. You 
might as well send all the others home be- 
cause this little lady is the end!” he said. 

Mr. Gibson folded his pudgy hands over 
his paunch and grunted, apparently his 
favorite form of expression. But his eyes 
shrewdly appraised me, and as Marty con- 
tinued with the buildup I could see that the 
producer was forming his own opinion of 
me. Finally he said, “Maybe you've got 
something, Marty. There’s only one way to 
find out.” He waved me toward the stage. 

My knees were shaking, but I went over 
to the pianist and told him the song Marty 
had picked for me. He fingered the key- 
board until he found the right key, then 
went into an introduction. I took my place 
on the stage. grateful for the spotlight that 
made a curtain of darkness in front of my 
audience. I imagined myself alone as I 
sang, remembering the advice of my voice 
coach and using all the little tricks of sell- 
ing a song that Marty had so patiently 
taught me. 

When I finished, there was a momentary 
hush and then a heartening burst of ap- 
plause. The house lights went on and I saw 
Mr, Gibson smiling and rubbing his hands 
together; the good-looking man next to him 
was gazing at me with a hungry look in his 
eyes. My heart pounded with excitement as 
I looked to see whether Marty was just as 
pleased as the others were. 

But Marty wasn’t even looking at me; | 
could have been a hundred miles away and 
he wouldn’t have known about it—or cared, 
from the way he was staring in the opposite 
direction. Anger flared up in me like a 
wild thing when I saw why he was standing 
there transfixed. She was a tall, voluptuous 
woman, who moved sensuously across the 
floor to the group down front. 

There was a blonde streak running from 
her forehead to the big knot into which her 
reddish-brown hair was gathered in back 
and she held her head tilted to one side a 
little as if she were looking down her nose 
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at the whole world. A mink stole was 
draped carelessly around her shoulders and 
from the way her jewels flashed and spar- 
kled. she’d practiced the right gestures to 
make a dazzling display. 

She swept up to the men and struck a 
pose, making sure they got an eyeful be- 
fore she spoke. “All these wonderful men,” 
she gushed. “I love you madly! Max, sugar, 
how are you?” She leaned down and 
pinched Mr. Gibson’s chubby cheek. 

“Long time, no see,” he said, sounding 
a little unhappy. 

“And Rocky!” She held out her hand to 
the smooth-looking fellow. “Still giving the 
girls a hard way to go?” Then she pre- 
tended to notice Marty for the first time. 
“Martin, darling! How utterly wonderjul 
to see you again,” she said, as if reading a 
part in a play. 

And what did Marty do? He stood there 
tongue-tied and awkward as a school boy 
called up before the class to be patted on 
the head by the pretty schoolteacher. Al- 
ways so cool and self-confident, he now had 
asickly grin on his face and I could have 
sapped his face for acting like such a 
square. 

At the same time, I felt a positive hate 
for this woman who had breezed in just in 
time to spoil the eflect of my audition. Who 
was she anyway? I thought angrily. It was 
obvious she was in show business and the 
way the men crowded around her indicated 
that she was someone of importance. 

“Nice of you to drop in, Mona,” Mr. Gib- 
son said tentatively. 

“Just got in from the Coast,” Mona ex- 
plained. “I heard you were reopening the 
Club Harlem and since I’m ready to start 
work again I decided to give you first bid 
for my services.” Her smile was syrupy- 
sweet. “I’m sure we can work something 
out.” 

Mr. Gibson threw a doubtful glance at 
me, “I’d just about made up my mind, 
Mona.” he said. “I didn’t even know you 
were back in the business.” 

“Well, I am, Max. And my name alone 
will pack this place every night in the 
week.” 

That was when Marty should have spok- 
tnup and sold me to Mr. Gibson. But he 
was so intent on gawking at Mona that by 
the time I walked over and nudged him, 
Mr. Gibson had agreed to give the vocalist’s 
spot in his Mona. I was 
stunned. 

“What happened to you, Marty?” I 
aked in bewilderment. 

He shook his head and rubbed a hand 
wer his eyes. “I’m sorry, Margie,” he mut- 
tted brokenly. “I—I guess I let you 
down.” 

“But why?” I demanded. “What’s she 
0 you?” 


new show to 


“Nothing—now. She’s—” His voice 
tailed off as he watched Mona turn and 
aunter toward the door. Then, like a man 
noving in his sleep, he followed her out. 

I felt like a foo] standing there where he 
lad left me. and when Rocky came up to 
me and touched my arm I was grateful. 


“Tough luck, kid,” he said sympathetically. 

“The breaks of the game,” I said, trying 
to keep my voice light. 

Marty’s strange behavior had so shaken 
me that I clung to the nearest person, who 
was Rocky. He sensed my hurt and con- 
fusion and suggested having a drink to 
calm my nerves. It was bad enough to lose 
out on my big chance, but what hurt even 
more was the way Marty had forgotten me 
completely at the sight of Mona. 


VER DRINKS at a bar near Times 

Square, Rocky explained it. Mona was 
just one of several entertainers handled by 
Marty, who was at that time one of the best 
agents in the business. He had fallen in 
love witii Mona but she threw him over for 
a guy with a bankroll. After that, Marty 
went to pot, spending more time in bars 
than in his office and one by one his clients 
dropped him until he had none. 

“T guess he’s still carrying that torch,” 
Rocky concluded, 

That much had been painfully obvious. I 
forcibly put out of my mind any feelings I 
might have had as a woman for Marty and 
concentrated on the problem of my career. 
Now that Mona had returned, would Marty 
again forget everything else? Now, more 
than before, I was determined to get a part 
in Gibson’s new show. It was Rocky who 
gave me the solution. 

He suggested that I take a spot in the 
chorus. My first reaction was to say no be- 
cause Marty had been against it. Then I 
reconsidered. At least I'd have one foot on 
Broadway. 

When Rocky saw me in my brief chor- 
“You’ve 


singing, 


ine’s costume, he was bowled over. 


been wasting your time with 


baby!” he told me. “With that shape you’ve 
got you can be the hottest thing on Broad- 
way.” 

“T think [ll stick to singing,” I said, but 
secretly I was pleased that I could hold my 
own against the rest of the chorus, girls 
who had been picked for their shapeliness 
as well as dancing ability. 

Opening night, when I saw Marty sitting 
alone at a table bent over a drink, I real- 
ized that Mona still had the Indian sign on 
him. He had come to see her, not me. So 
after the show, when Rocky insisted I join 
the rest of the cast for a little party at Max 
Gibson’s fabulous apartment, I went along. 
After a couple of drinks, I forgot all about 
Marty. 

Even though I was just one of the chorus, 
the thrill of opening night and my first 
appearance on Broadway filled me with a 
reckless gaiety. Everyone looked so beauti- 
ful, especially Rocky, who hovered over me 
and kept my glass brimming with sparkling 
wine. 

All during rehearsals I had cherished a 
secret hope that Mona would turn out to be 
a big flop, but it didn’t happen that way. 
Reluctantly, I had to admit she was good, 
and she was a smash hit. I remembered 
what Rocky had said about my figure. 

“Do you really think I’'d make good as a 
dancer?” I asked him when he brought me 
my third—or was it the fourth—drink. 

His eyes swept over me in a way that 
brought a flush of pleasure. “I think a lot 
of things about you, baby,” he breathed. 

I giggled. “Yes, I know. But right now. 
I’m talking about something else.” 

“Are you game?” he asked after a mo- 
ment. 

I didn’t know what he was getting at, but 
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at that point I was ready for anything. I 
nodded and he took my hand and led me 
back to the room where all the coats were 
piled on a bed. Rocky found a large hat 
box belonging to one of the chorus girls 
and pawed through it. He pulled out a 
costume and tossed it to me. “Get into 
this,” he said, “and when you hear the 
drums, come out and do your stuff.” 

“But, Rocky—!” 

“You can do it!” he declared. “Just fol- 
low the beat and work those hips.” 

He left and I stood there a moment lis- 
tening to the noise outside and thinking 
how crazy it all was. Perhaps if I hadn’t 
been drinking I would never have given 
Rocky’s wild scheme a second thought, but 
a few moments later I was standing in the 
hallway waiting for his signal. 

It took a lot of shouting to make himself 
heard over the din, but I heard him say 
something about “The Torso,” and the 
music began. I don’t remember much 
about the dance I did that night but when 
it was over, Max Gibson announced that 
his club had a new dancing star. 

“IT guess that'll show him!” I said to 
Rocky when I went back to change my 
lothes. 

He swept me into his arms. “Forget- 
about Marty,” he said fiercely. “You 
knocked their eyes out. baby. and that’s 
just the beginning!” 

As his fingers dug into the bare flesh of 
my shoulders I became aware of the effect 
the dance had on me. The exotic move- 
nents had stirred up an exciting new hun- 
ger that throbbed in my stomach and 
through my thighs down to my toes. 

I was conscious of my body and of the 
desire it kindled in Rocky’s eyes. It gave 
me an intoxicating sense of power to feel 
his lips against my ear and to hear his ar- 
dent pleas. Rocky, always so cool and cas- 
ual, was trembling with eagerness. His 
kisses became more demanding. 

I tried to hold back, but it was too late. 
The ecstasy was almost too much to bear. 
He pressed against me until I was forced 
back against the bed and his violent kisses 
tore the feeble words of protest from my 
lips. He reached out, fumbled a moment 
with the lamp on the night stand, and then 
we were alone in the dark. . . . 


\ Y APPEARANCE as a featured per- 

former in Max Gibson’s club was 
sensational and while it lasted, Rocky and 
{ were riding high. The trouble was, it 
didn’t last very long. One month after its 
grand opening, Max Gibson’s club was 
closed down. Some said the spot was 
jinxed, that history was repeating itself and 
the new club was destined to suffer the 
same fate as the old Club Harlem. 

But I only half-believed this theory be- 
cause people in show business are notori- 
ously superstitious. More likely it was due 
to trouble over the liquor license or some- 
thing as simple but as fatal as that. What- 
ever the reason, the result was that almost 
100 people were thrown out of work and 
the doors of the club were locked shut. 
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At first, it wasn’t too bad for me. I rode 
along on the wave of publicity I had re- 
ceived, appearing at several first-class 
clubs where Rocky booked me. He was 
acting as my agent now that Marty had 
dropped me to tag along after Mona. Be- 
cause I was basically not a dancer, I had 
only one routine to offer. As Rocky often 
said, “Let’s face it, baby. those jokers don’t 
come to see you dance!” 

“Why do they come?” I'd asked, a little 
annoyed at his frank dismissal of my danc- 
ing but at the same time eager to hear 
again his extravagantly worded description 
6f my full. rounded figure. He would take 
me in his arms and tell me exactly why 
men liked to see me parade across a stage 
and I can’t deny that it pleased me. 

Marty never once made me feel that way, 
I recalled bitterly on those few occasions 
when I permitted myself to think about 
him. And no wonder! He was saving it all 
for Mona. And to erase all thought of him 
from my mind, I surrendered completely to 
Rocky’s compulsive love-making. telling 
myself that this was all I ever wanted—or 
needed. 

But you can’t live on love, despite what 
they say in the stories. Engagements be- 
came few and far between and _ finally 
Rocky decided we should go down to At- 
lantic City. But he was not the agent Marty 
was and it seemed he just couldn’t get 
started. I went from one dive to the next, 
and all the time he insisted that next week 
something worthwhile would turn up. 

Eventually, he started blaming me for 
our tough luck, complaining that I didn’t 
put enough sex into my act and forcing me 
to wear costumes so brief I was nothing 
more than a glorified strip teaser. 

It was the day we were locked out of our 
cheap hotel room that he told me that he 
had booked me for a stag party. I pro- 
tested: I cried and begged him not to make 
me go through with it. But that night I 
performed the most embarrassing act of 
my career. Then the cops broke in and that 
was that... . 


NW: AS I STRETCHED my cramped 
legs in the cold, drafty cell, I won- 
dered how long it would take Rocky to bail 


me out. In women’s court the next day, all 
the performers were lined up and lectured 
by the judge. We were fined $100 each for 
“indecent exposure” and told to pay up or 
go back to jail. 

One by one the husbands and boy friends 
of the other girls stepped up to pay the 
fines until I was the only one left standing 
there, broke and so downhearted I couldn’ 
say a word in my defense. The bailiff took 
me back to the lockup and I stayed there 
for the rest of the day. 

That night, instead of bringing me my 
dinner along with the rest of the prisoners, 
the matron unlocked my cell door. 

“Okay, dearie,” she said in a weary 
voice, “they’re paging you out front.” 

“Rocky!” I said happily, hurrying along 
behind the matron. 

But when I got to the sergeant’s desk, it 
was Marty, not Rocky who stood _ there 
handing over the money and getting a 
receipt. 

I felt like telling the matron to take me 
back, but I was too tired, too beat to pro- 
test when he took my arm and led me over 
to a corner. 

“Where’s Mona?” I asked bitterly. 

“Who knows—or cares?” Marty said. 
“You know, I’m still your agent—got a con- 
tract to prove it—and it’s bad for business 
for my clients to be booked into a joint 
like this.” 

He handed me a small overnight bag and 
grinned. “Go get some clothes on and let's 
get out of here.” 

His face was pinched and drawn, he 
needed a shave, but his eyes were smiling. 
*“Where—where are we going, Marty?” | 
faltered. 

He shrugged. “Right to the top, little 
lady,” he said with a wry smile. “We start- 
ed there once, remember?” Then his face 
grew serious again. “Maybe we'll never get 
there, but let’s see how far we can go—to- 
gether.” 

It was then that I realized that he needed 
me almost as much as I needed him, and | 
knew I'd never be afraid or ashamed or 
alone again. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 


(Continued from Page 5) 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: I am 17 years old, 
have been married for three years, and am 
the mother of five children, but only one is 
living. My husband goes off and has fun 
but he never takes me with him. If I go 
anywhere, he wants to fight and make a 
scene. 

Among other things, I have very few 
clothes to wear. My mother, brother and 
sister are staying with us and my husband 
never says good morning to my mother 
who is very sick. Must I leave him or 
what? Daisy Mae 


Dear Daisy Mae: You are too young to pul 
up with the foolish escapades of your hus 
band. The best thing for you to do is te 
get a good job and begin helping yourself. 
Your husband probably resents the re- 
sponsibility of your sick mother and also 
your brother and sister, so it’s up to you 
to lighten the financial load a bit. 

Have your mother take care of your 
child, go out and get a job and repair the 
wreck of your marriage. Face facts and 
stop sitting home griping. If it is at all 
possible to salvage your marriage, begin 
by making your husband respect you as am 
attractive, intelligent human being. 








Sh 
All 
Sel 
Ab 


perf 
terni 
obje 
the 
Dors 
arate 
ticul: 
Af 
soph 
thou; 
fema 
the : 
make 
my © 
very 
get o 
Ir 
rival. 
audit 
Miss 
woma 
luctat 
girls. 
hateft 
ready 
and } 
forma 
See 
hung 
had n 
of the: 
er tha 
thougl 
of the 
open, 
about 
where 
gracio. 
lot of 
to wan 
could « 
boring 
My 
later. 
buildin 
campu: 
end-of- 
squirre 
the doc 
I wa: 
on eith 
learnin, 
that th 
in my si 
move c! 
I pa 
moved 
sat, the: 
and wh 
@ mouse 
She | 
squirrel] 
off the | 








lay, all 
sctured 
ach for 
y up or 


friends 
ay the 
anding 
ouldn’t 
iff took 


1 there 


me my 
soners, 


weary 
* 


a 
3 along 


lesk, it 
there 
ting a 


ike me 
to pro- 
1e Over 


iy. 
y said, 
a COn- 
usiness 
a joint 


ag and 
id let’s 


wn, he 
miling. 
ty?” | 


. little 
> Start- 
is face 
ver get 
ro—to- 


4 


needed 
and | 


ned or 


* END 


to pul 
ir hus. 
» is to 
urself. 
he re: 
d alse 


to you 


F your 
vir the 
's and 
at all 
begin 
| as an 





Should 
All-Girl 
Schools Be 
Abolished ? 





me 
(Continued from Page 11) 


performed. But in the end, I had no al- 
ternative except to follow their wishes. My 
objections had nothing to do with whether 
the coed City College was better than 
Dorset; my complaint was that I’d be sep- 
arated from boys, and Terry Davis in par- 
ticular. 

After being Terry’s girl all through my 
sophomore year, I couldn’t bear the 
thought of leaving him at the mercy of the 
female wolves back home. So I arrived at 
the small college totally unprepared to 
make the proper adjustment; not only was 
my mind not on studying, but. from the 
very first day. I set about figuring a way to 
get off the campus, the sooner the better. 

I remember when, shortly after my ar- 
rival. all the new students reported to the 
auditorium to be welcomed by the dean. 
Miss Potter was a large, motherly-type 
woman. with a friendly smile, but as I re- 
luctantly marched to my seat with the other 
girls, she loomed up on the stage as the 
hateful symbol of Dorset College. I had al- 
ready begun to think of Dorset as a prison 
and Miss Potter fitted my idea of a re- 
formatory matron. 

Seeing how the other girls breathlessly 
hung on every word Miss Potter uttered, I 
had nothing but contempt for them. Most 
of them were freshmen and not only young- 
er than I but so dumb and sheep-like, I 
thought. I watched them sitting on the edge 
of their seats with their mouths hanging 
open, while Miss Potter droned on and on 
about the advantages of Dorset College. 
where girls could learn to grow up into 
gracious, intelligent women. It was all a 
lot of bunk to me and my attention began 
to wander. If only there were something | 
could do to put a quick end to Miss Potter’s 
boring speech! 

My opportunity came a few minutes 
later. The doors of the auditorium, a low 
building at one end of the tree-lined 
campus, had been left open to the warm. 
end-of-summer sun. I noticed a small gray 
squirrel playing on the steps just outside 
the door. 

] was sitting in the last row and the girls 
on either side of me were so engrossed in 
learning the wonderful history of Dorset 
that they didn’t notice me squirm around 
inmy seat to watch the bushy-tailed animal 
move closer and closer to the door. 

I patiently waited until the squirrel 
moved well inside and not far from where I 
sat, then leaned toward the girl on my left 
and whispered loudly. “Look out! There’s 
a mouse!” 

She turned and caught a glimpse of 
quirrel and let out a shriek that bounced 
of the walls of the auditorium. The word 


“mouse” flashed through the audience, first 
a squeal. then a terrified shout and there 
was a mad rush for the wide open spaces. 
Miss Potter never did get to finish her 
speech. 


N ~Y ROOMMATE, it turned out, was the 
_ same girl who had sat next to me and 
had touched off the near-riot—with a little 
help from me. Her name was Doris and I 
promptly renamed her “The Dumb Dora 
of Dorset.” She took my ribbing good-na- 
turedly, partly because I was an upper 
classman, but also because her nickname 
suited her so perfectly. And odd to tell, she 
wasn’t from a hick town, but from Cleve- 
land. She was such a meek little creature 
that I bossed her around like a hired serv- 
ant. 

Dora’s innocence was incredible. For in- 
stance, one evening while the girls in our 
dorm were sitting around in the recreation 
room, studying or just taking it easy, a 
piercing scream rang through the building. 
Led by Mrs. Stewart. the house mother, we 
all dashed upstairs. 

“That was Dumb Dora’s voice.” I yelled, 
cheering them on. “She probably found a 
man under her bed!” 

Doris met us at the door of our room, 
her face registering shock and indignation. 
“What is it, child? What on earth is 
wrong?” Mrs. Stewart panted. 

Doris pointed dramatically to her bed in 
one corner of the room. There, on the clean 
white spread, was the dormitory cat in the 
midst of giving birth to a litter of kittens. 

“Get that nasty animal out of here!” 
Doris demanded hysterically. 

“Is that what all the commotion is 
about?” Mrs. Stewart asked with a sigh 
of relief, while we stood around giggling. 

“You're going to leave it there?” Doris 
shouted. 

“She'll be all right. We'll just have to 
let nature take its course.” 

Seeing the matter-of-fact way in which 
we regarded what was happening to the 
cat, Doris really pitched one! She stamped 
her feet and raved like a wild woman. de- 
manding she be assigned to another room 
and that the cat be banished from the 
campus forever. It seemed her mother had 
told her she was not to learn the facts of 
life until she married, and she _ positively 
refused to learn them before then—and es- 
pecially from a cat! 

Well. things like that didn’t increase my 
respect for my schoolmates and I ignored 
rules and regulations as unnecessary re- 
strictions. Miss Potter called me into her 
office for heart-to-heart talks several times 
in an effort, she said, to instill the true 
Dorset spirit in me. 

But. as I bragged to my friends, she 
might as well have saved her breath. I had 
given up trying to get my parents to bring 
me home. but I made up my mind that I'd 
make the school authorities sorry they ever 
admitted me. 

I deliberately kept myself from forming 
any close friendships. and although Doris 
was always tagging along after me, she was 


never more than a stooge. I liked to shock 
the other girls and never passed up a 
chance to pose as a woman of the world, a 
hep chick with lots of experience with men. 
I'd read parts of Terry’s letters to the girls 
in the dorm, shamelessly adding to what he 
actually wrote in order to build up the im- 
pression I was trying to create. 

Most of the girls took it with a grain of 
salt, but Doris swallowed it all and came 
back for more. When time drew near for 
the Spring dance, I tried to get her to 
promise to let me wear the new gown her 
folks had sent to her. She refused until I 
agreed to write a paper for her English 
class. 

I happened to have a collection of great 
plays and picked Lillian Hellman’s The 
Children’s Hour for the subject of the 
essay. I didn’t intend to spend a lot of time 
on it, so I didn’t bother to read the play 
again, but trusted to my memory. 

Doris handed in the paper I'd written for 
her but got it back the day of the dance 
marked with a failing grade. 

“That’s what I get for cheating,” she 
wailed. “Miss Sales said it was the worst 
theme that was handed in.” 

“But we still have our agreement.” I re- 
minded her anxiously. 

Doris shook her head. “Why should I let 
you wear the gown? I won't get credit for 
the paper, and that was the bargain.” 

I did some fast thinking. “That was a 
good paper, worth a B any old day,” I in- 
sisted. 

“Miss Sales said it missed the point of 
the play completely. She said it didn’t 
bring out what the playwright was saying 
about the evil effect of gossip and false 
rumors.” 

“That’s her story,” I sniffed. “Did you 
read what I wrote?” 

“Well—no, I didn’t. I just handed it in 
the way you gave it to me.” 

“Maybe you ought to read it,” I sug- 
gested. “Then you'll know why Miss Sales 
got so upset.” 

Doris sat down at the desk and read 
through the paper. I could see her eyes get 
big as saucers as she read and I went to 
the closet where the new dress was hang- 
ing. When she finished, she stared at me 
incredulously. “Are there really people like 


that Max?” she asked in a_ whisper. 
“Women who—who like other women?” 
“Of course.” I snapped impatiently. 


“That’s what the play is all about. I’ve got 
my own ideas about why she objected to 
what I wrote.” 

“You—you don’t think she’s that way?” 
Doris asked incredulously. 

I really didn’t think it. In fact, I rather 
liked the young English instructor. But I 
couldn’t resist another chance to shock my 
wide-eyed roommate. I raised my eyebrows 
and looked wise. but I said nothing. 

Doris was stunned. “I can’t believe it!” 
she said half aloud. “I always liked Miss 
Sales. Maybe that means I'm . She 
turned her anguished face to me. “Do you 
think—?” 

I shrugged callously and held the dress 


os 
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up to see how it would fit. I knew that Doris 
had forgotten all about her objections and 
that I’d wear the dress that night. 

he dance was the high point of my 
stay at Dorset. Terry had come down and 
[ was never so happy to see anyone in my 
life. The gymnasium had been decorated 
for the gala event and the whole school had 
turned out. Even Miss Potter looked nice 

n her gown that bulged slightly around the 
edges. 

It was sheer heaven floating in Terry’s 
arms and hearing him tell me how much he 
missed me. But oddly enough, I no longer 
felt the desperation that had gripped me all 
the past months. Much as I enjoyed seeing 
ferry again. I realized that there was more 
to my life than boys and a smart alec atti- 
tude toward everything. 

For the first time since my arrival at 
Dorset I felt that I belonged; I was part 
if the happy. smiling crowd of well-bred, 
nice-looking young women that moved so 
gracefully over the dance floor. 

It wasn’t a conscious thing, but deep 
inside I knew that from then on I would be 
a true student of Dorset. I was so excited 
by Terry’s attentiveness and by my dis- 
covery of the amazing change that had 
imperceptibly taken place in me that I 
failed to notice that I hadn’t seen Doris all 
evening. 

\fter the dance ended and all the good- 
byes had been said to our departing guests. 
[ returned to the dorm. Doris .was not in 
our room and a strange premonition that 
something awful was wrong crept up on me. 
rhen I saw the note she’d left on the desk 
and panic stabbed through my heart. The 
words she had scrawled on the paper 
blurred before my eyes, but I saw at a 
elance what had happened. 

She had taken to heart my vicious inti- 
mations earlier about Miss Sales and 
thought that the English teacher’s atten- 
tions were something more than the normal 
interest in a student’s work. The fact that 
she genuinely liked Miss Sales had con- 
vinced the poor kid that she was guilty of 
some horrible sin. She was quitting school 
and going home, the note said. 

I knew that I had to do something before 
her absence became known, but I wasn’t 
sure which way to turn. The nearest town 
was ten miles away and I suspected that in 
her panic, Doris would try to hitch a ride 
there to catch a train. I’d never be able to 
overtake her unless— 


( ‘RABBING my coat, I dashed out of the 
dorm and across the deserted campus 
to “Faculty Row,” the row of cottages 
where the faculty lived. Just as I hoped, 
\liss Potter’s ancient Chevvie was parked 
in the driveway next to her place. The dirt 
and gravel were ruining my pumps and I 
still wore the borrowed gown, but I didn’t 
care. The one thought on my mind was to 
find Doris and bring her back before any- 
me discovered her foolish mistake. 
I climbed into the coupe and finally man- 
aged to start it up. I backed into the road 
with tires screeching, then turned on the 
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lights and headed for the highway. It was 
pitch black along the lonely stretch of road 
and my lips moved in fervent prayer as my 
imagination conjured up all the things that 
could happen to a lone woman under the 
cover of darkness. 

Finally. the yellow headlights picked up 
a figure at the side of the road. Doris! She 
was sitting on a suitcase, shivering with 
cold and fear when I reached her. Between 
sobs she told me how she had fought off a 
man who had stopped to give her a lift, 
then left her in near-hysteria. I managed to 
get her into the car, made a U-turn and 
started back. 

I don’t recall exactly what I said, but I 
gave her a lecture I’m sure she never for- 
got. I didn’t spare myself in laying the 
blame for everything that had happened, 
freely admitting that I had deliberately let 
her get a false impression of Miss Sales. I 
also confessed that all my big talk had been 
a childish attempt to fight against the 
school and all it stood for. 

By the time we got back to Dorset, Doris 
had recovered her composure and she 
slipped back into the dorm unnoticed. But 
I was not so fortunate when I tried to re- 
turn Miss Potter’s car. The stern-faced 
dean was waiting for me when I drove up 
and the only thing I could be thankful for 
was that Doris had been spared what faced 
me. 

Because I refused to explain my actions 
that night, I was expelled from Dorset. 
“You've never really liked it down here, so 
I think it best that you leave us,” Dean 
Potter told me. “Perhaps some day you'll 
realize that rules and regulations are nec- 
essary in a family, a school or anywhere 
people try to live together in harmony.” 

I knew it then, but it was too late. Leav- 
ing Dorset was a humiliating experience. 
yet I took consolation in the knowledge 
that I had matured into a person with more 
wisdom and character than I had a year 
earlier. 

Now, as I recalled that eventful year, I 
tried to see whether there were anything I 
could say that would help my sister make a 
wise choice. My own experience at an all- 
girl school had been unfortunate—because 
of my own faults, yet I had a healthy re- 
spect for the advantages such an institution 
can offer. I realized that I was in no posi- 
tion to give an objective evaluation, so I 
suggested to my sister that we search for 
the answer elsewhere. 

In a magazine I came across, we read an 
article by a graduate of fashionable Rad- 
cliffe College. an all-girl school in the East. 
She was mildly critical of the school as it 
was when she attended some years ago, but 
added, “For most girls the college years are 
still years of post-adolescence, of searching 
out a ground on which to take their stand 
as grown women. 

“The important point, however, or the 
only point one can discuss as educational 
theory, is not the attitude the girl herself 
brings to the institution, but the attitude 
the institution suggests to her.” 

In Male and Female, the book written 


by Margaret Mead, the noted anthropolo. 
gist, I found a passage that touched on a 
problem that arises when boys and girls are 
thrown together. 

“We permit and even encourage situa- 
tions in which young people can indulge in 
any sort of sex behavior that they elect.” 
she says. “At the same time, we have not 
relaxed one whit our disapproval of the 
girl who becomes pregnant. nor simplified 
the problems of the unmarried mother who 
must face what to do about her child . ., 

“We bring girls up to be free and easy 
and unafraid, without the protections given 
by shyness and fear to girls of many other 
societies. We bring our boys up to be just 
as free and easy. used to girls, demanding 
towards girls. We actually place our young 
people in a virtually intolerable situation, 
giving them the entire setting for behavior 
for which we then punish them whenever it 
occurs.” 

The famous social scientist then goes on 
to say: “The curious adjustment that 
American culture has made to this anoma- 
lous situation is petting, a variety of sexual 
practices that will not result in pregnancy. 
Technical virginity has become steadily 
less important, but the prohibition of extra- 
marital pregnancy remains. Petting is the 
answer to the dilemma. 

“But petting has emotional effects of 
its own; it requires a very special sort of 
adjustment in both male and female. The 
first rule of petting is the need for keeping 
complete control of just how far the physi- 
cal behavior is to go, one acted-out desire 
for complete possession or complete surren- 
der, and the game is lost, and lost ignobly. 

“The controls on this dangerous game 
that is so like a ski-slide. yet which must 
never be treated as a ski-slide, are placed 
in the hands of the girl. The boy is ex 
pected to ask for as much as possible, the 
girl to yield as little as possible.” 

This point, I knew, was the one that my 
parents were mainly concerned with. Yet, 
we read the opinion of Clarence E. Love- 
joy, educational advisor and former Rut- 
gers University faculty member, who is a 
firm believer in coeducational schools. 

“If you are a girl and want to get 
married,” he writes, “your best bet is a 
coeducational college. Statistics show that 
82 per cent of the coeds in the Middle West 
and Southwestern universities get married. 
Only 63 per cent of all college women en- 
ter matrimony, however, as compared with 
the percentage of 73.7 for all American 
women. Which indicates that Cupid tends 
to avoid the women’s colleges . . . 

“Personally, I favor the coeducational 
colleges. as do 90 per cent of the students 
in this country. While several of the na- 
tion’s oldest and most distinguished col- 
leges are operated exclusively for men or 
women, the education they dispense to un 
dergraduates is not superior to that offered 
by the better state universities, and to me 
the separation of boys and girls for four 
years is a bit unkind. 

“Some parents think their children will 
do better work if they have no contact with 
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the opposite sex at college, but that is an 
old-fashioned view. If a boy is so girl-crazy 
that he can’t concentrate on his studies, it 
matters little whether the girl of his 
thoughts is on the same campus with him 
or four counties away. He will moon about 
her or she will daydream about him, re- 
gardless of the distance between them. In 
indeed, the separation of the 
hampers academic 


some cases, 
sexes actually 
work.” 

But even after extensive reading on the 
subject, it appeared that the right choice 
would be a toss-up. Connie wanted to go 
to a coed school; my parents wanted to 
send her where she’d be free from the dis- 
traction of boys. I knew from experience 
that girls can get into trouble over other 
things besides boys, but it wouldn't be fair 
for me, I realized, to prejudice Connie be- 
cause of what had happened to me. 

In fact, as I went deeper into the sub- 


good 


ject. my admiration for what all-girl 
schools are accomplishing grew tremen- 
dously. For instance, out of some 66 Negro 
colleges, two are all-girl schools—Bennett 
College in Greensboro, N. C., and Spelman 
in Atlanta, Ga 

About 500 girls each year attend Bennett, 
which is known as the “Negro Vassar.” One 
of its most famous graduates is Maidie Nor- 
man, star of the motion picture The Well. 
Likewise, Spelman, with some 450 students, 
has turned out many prominent profes- 
sional and outstanding women who have 
made careers in the business world. 

The final decision in my sister’s case 
hasn’t come yet, but I’m determined that 
the choice will be one she herself wants 
to make. And whatever it is—coed or all- 
girl school—she knows that she alone can 
make her college years as happy and pro- 
can and should be. 
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On the Records 
(Continued from Page 8) 


plains, “people asked for it. So I gave 
them what they wanted.” 

As Jacquet sees it, times have brought 
about a big shuffle in the demands of fans. 
Notes he: “Today they’re asking for things 
with a nice, easy beat. Six or seven years 
ago, they clamored for music that moved 
furiously.” 

Jacquet feels sure that he has kept in 
step with the public demand. Playing his 
new style, he reports that he has found a 
new interest for his recordings among fans. 
That is a happy sign to him. “I’m glad.” 
he exudes, “that I can sell records now 
with the pretty, subdued things. You can’t 
scream all your life—you’ve got to 
change!” 

Jacquet has a word of warning for other 
stylists of the frenzied sax clan. He cau- 
tions: “Those tenor players who go in for 
tricks can’t last. You can’t take your coat 
of on a record. You can’t walk the aisle 
onarecord. So the only thing left to do is 
play your instrument!” Illinois doing 
just that on his new releases and, judging 
from his performances, he seems to have 
hit upon a formula that is sure-fire for 
long-lasting stardom. 

* & & 

RECORD OF THE MONTH: Columbia’s 
Rock Skippin’ at the Blue Note/The Vul- 
ture Song with the Duke Ellington band 
oa couple of superb sides. Topper is a 
Billy Strayhorn original in up-tempo, high- 
lighting a pulsating trumpet solo by Ray 
Nance over some keen ensemble work. 
This is the kind of rhythmical stuff Duke’s 
aggregation swings on most impressively. 

On the flip, a slow-gaited opus. Jimmy 
Grissom chirps a vocal. He handles the 
thore neatly but gets tripped up on the 
Pronunciation of lyrics at a few points. 
However, the fault is minor in an overall 
performance that should get a lot of plays 
m dise jockey shows .. . 


GOOD: Decca’s Would You like to Take 


Who Walks in When I Walk Out, 
again the old team of Ella 
Fitzgerald and Louis Armstrong in com- 
bined vocal stints. They make brilliant 
music together. Backing the illustrious pair 
on the disc is a studio band under guitarist 
Dave Barbour and the support is adequate. 
Best presentation here perhaps is Take a 
Walk. Introed by Louis’ trumpet, the press- 
ing has Ella displaying her greatest song 
style to the whimsical ad libs of Satchmo. 
It’s a side that collectors will endear 
RECOMMENDED: Mercury’s Darn 
That Dream/Lady Be Good, a deuce of 
rhythm standards by piano stylist Teddy 
Wilson that mark his return to the realm 
of jazz recordings after a long layoff. The 
onetime Benny Goodman trio star has lost 
none of his delicate touch. His interpreta- 
tion is still impeccable, his still 


a Walk 


pairing once 


sounds 


sharp. He is supported on the coupling by 
drummer Buddy Rich and bassist John 
Simmons. The Mercury disc of Wilson 


stylings should please his fans . . 

ACCEPTANCE: Victor’s Big Game 
Hunter/Do I, Do I, I Do, offering Steve 
Gibson and the Original Red Caps with 
Damita Jo. The Caps represent one of the 
most popular vocal groups in the rhythm 
and blues field and they demonstrate why 
on this release. Hunter is a moderate-tempo 
ditty, effectively presented by the group; 
Do I has Damita in the star vocal role and 
she scores handsomely. Either side is likely 
to pull heavily on jukes ... 

BEST ALBUM: Capitol’s “Penthouse 
Serenade,” a collection of six tunes (Pent- 
house Serenade, Laura, Somebody Loves 
Ve, If I Should Lose You, Polka Dots and 
Voonbeams and Down By the Old Mill 
Stream) recorded on piano by Nat Cole 
without vocals. Nat did the album, he says, 
because “everybody seems to have forgot- 
ten about my piano.” Well, if the fans have, 
this work will surely remind them to think 
about it. The collation is loaded with many 
moments of keyboard excellency and points 
up the fact that Nat is just as good a pianist 
as he is a vocalist. 
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STAND BY ME—Davis Sisters... : 89 
FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters........ 89 
HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers........... 89 
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| THANK THE LORD—Nightingales j 89 
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The Tragic 
Love Life 
Of Ethel 
Waters 





(Continued from Page 25) 
her Locomobile parked in front of an apart- 
ment building. A couple of the Africana 
chorus girls lived there; it was easy to put 
two and two together. There is genuine 
humor in the way Miss Waters tells how 
she burst into the apartment of the two 
virls, read the riot act to them and took 
hack her car keys from the fellow. 

“T had never driven a car before,” she 
continues. “but I was so mad that day I got 
behind the wheel and drove it right off 
down Seventh Avenue. At 126th Street and 
Seventh I crashed into a big Fifth Avenue 
bus. At the height of the uproar of an irate 
bus driver. outraged cop and _ curious 
crowds. along came my «battered and de- 
pressed Romeo in a taxi and when he saw 
the wrecked Locomobile. he almost sobbed. 

“| made him get in it and drive it and me 
off Seventh Avenue and down a side street 
where a repair man could get it. I was 
really laughing then. 

“And he could read what was on my 
mind. Not only had I wrecked the car for 
a long time, but I was gonna whip him 
when I got him home. However, when we 
did get home, he got out his gun—and I 
had to about-face on the whipping for the 
time being. I caught him later, though. 
when he was defenseless.” 

(nd eventually, Ethel Waters got her re- 
venge on the chorine who had_ played 
around with her car-driving boy friend. She 
caught up with the girl at a night spot. 
fortunately sitting near the door, and wait- 
ed until the dance music started. “I gave 
her one of my short. hard lefts to the chops. 
then dragged her into that ladies’ room. I 
locked the door and-beat the living hell out 
f her.” 

Her boy friend didn’t appreciate that. 
“You can’t go around whipping everyone 
you don't like.” he warned her. 

“No, but I can whip everyone you like.” 
she replied. 

he urge of the human heart to find a 
mate is not easily stifled. After each disap- 
pointment in love there is always the hope 
that the next time will be different. Accord- 
ing to one authority on the psychology of 
women: “We understand woman best by 
realizing that her basic nature craves affec- 
tionate tenderness. She has to receive it, to 
give it. and is never happy without it.” 

“IT guess I don’t know when I’m licked.” 
Ethel Waters admits ruefully. “I stuck my 
chin out again when I fell for Eddie Mal- 
lory, a very fine trumpet player. We.became 
very fond of each other during the time 
Mallory accompanied me in some of my 
numbers in At Home Abroad.” 

Turning down $3,500-a-week offers to ap- 
pear in movie houses, Miss Waters formed 


SO 


a vaudeville unit with Eddie Mallory’s 
band, the entire company drawing down 
only $5,500 weekly. It was another case of 
her heart overruling her head. Word went 
around that Ethel Waters “is on her way 
out.” 

Ever-hopeful, she ignored the gossip. She 
had a high regard for Mallory’s musician- 
ship and didn*t mind the financial sacri- 
fices involved. Then, too, there was her per- 
sonal feeling for him. 

But if she hoped for some sort of stabil- 
ity, for her right share of “affectionate ten- 
derness.” she was doomed to disappoint- 
ment. She was forced to spend most of her 
time and energy being manager and “po- 
liceman, complete with whistle and dog- 
house” in order to discipline the busload of 
performers. 

And again. other women came between 
Ethel and her man. She and Mallory trav- 
eled in her Lincoln, while the band rode in 
a chartered bus. It wasn’t long before “re- 
ception committees” of admiring females 
began greeting them at each new town, just 
waiting to make a fuss over “Mr. Mallory” 
and “his” fine limousine. 

Understandably annoyed, Miss Waters 
relegated him to the bus where he had to 
ride with the boys in the band. “Eddie and 
I saw eye to eye for a good while. Then, 
this love affair started to go the way of my 
marriages and all my other love affairs. The 
unhappy ending was clearly in sight.” 

They had invested heavily in properties 
in Harlem and these, too, turned out dis- 
astrously. Philosophically, Miss Waters 
observes: “All I knew was that whenever | 
mixed up romance and my bank account, | 
seemed to end up with no dough and even 
less romance.” 


(THERE CAN BE no doubt that part of 

the secret of Ethel Waters’ fabulous suc- 
cess in the dog-eat-dog entertainment field 
is due to her drive and ambition. But what 
effect does have on ro- 
mance? 

Fighting is virtually a question of sur- 
vival for slum children, and Ethel Waters 
survived. Often she resorted to fisticuffs to 
protect herself or to settle a score. 

A young boxer whom she met in Pitts- 
burgh put the polishing touches on Ethel 
Waters’ technique. She remembers he was 
“young and harmless, by which I mean he 
wasn't all over me like some old octopus. 
He was the first clean boy I'd ever met. 
. . . What he liked best about me, I think. 
was that I was an ex-tomboy who could box 
and spar with him in my room. He taught 
me to lead with my left, roll with the 
punches and to step in and throw the para- 
lyzing counter punch to the bread basket 
when my opponent missed.” 

But according to Dr. Paul Popenoe. gen- 
eral director of the American Institute of 
Family Relations, aggressiveness can wreck 
romance. He states: “One of the disad- 
vantages of aggressiveness in marriage is 
that the partner is always so conveniently 
at hand to be attacked! 

“The over-aggressive woman wants to 


aggressiveness 


someone, and her husband is the 
natural victim. Even if the husband is by 
nature easily dominated, he is likely to 
turn once in a while and create an unex. 
pected scene. On the other hand, if the 
husband is the over-aggressive one, the wife 
will be bullied and browbeaten. .. . 

“Experience of all psychologists shows 
that, while an individual’s aggressiveness 
may be increased, the attempt to reduce it 
is a hard and thankless one. The first step 
is to understand why it exists.” 

One can only speculate what bearing—if 
-such authoritative observations have 
recurrent failures in 


boss 


any 
on Ethel Waters’ 
romance. 

It is significant that bad luck haunted 
even her casual relationships with men, 
While appearing in Anniston, a suburb of 
Birmingham, Ala., early in her career. the 
rising young performer captivated a chauf. 
feur. who kept begging her to go riding 
with him in his boss’ shiny new Buick tour. 
ing car. But she refused, until the other 
members in the troupe finally persuaded 
her to accept. It seems the chauffeur had 
promised to take them along, too. 

“T had a-big sixth-sense hunch about go- 
ing on that ride,” she recalls. “Though | 
let them talk me into going, I still felt un 
easy as I climbed into the front seat next 
to the chauffeur—a small jockey-type fel- 
low.” 

Her hunch proved to be tragically true. 
There was a crash on a lonely road and a 
carload of ‘Negroes lay hurt and helpless in 
the backwoods of Alabama. Those who 
weren't injured, fled the scene—it turned 
out that the car had been used without the 
owner's consent. Ethel suffered serious 
burns from the burst radiator and cut mus 
cles and tendons in her right leg. 

Pinned under the overturned car, she 
finally managed to shame two white men 
into taking her to a hospital. She lay in 
the Jim Crow section for 12 hours before a 
doctor looked at her. Eventually, she got 
to Birmingham, where a Negro surgeon 
miraculously saved her leg. It was a month 
before she could get out of bed, and then 
only with the aid of a cane. 

Another interlude was shared with West 
Indian Johnny, last name Sinclair. a big: 
time gambler in Philadelphia who was 
twice her 18 years. He was tall, dark and 
handsome. spoke five languages and was 
kind and gentle enough to win her affec- 
tion. Describing her feeling for him, Miss 
Waters says. “I was fond enough to try to 
make him jealous once, and that’s how | 
met the big menace of my teen age.” 

Learning that “Rocky.” a good looking 
fellow her own age, was interested in her, 
Ethel decided to use him to make West In- 
dian Johnny jealous. But the scheme back 
fired. He never made a pass at her, a new 
and pleasant experience for a girl who had 
fought off wolves since she was a kid. Even 
when she visited his house, Rocky was the 
perfect gentleman. 

“He made no grab for me. Instead, he 
talked to me like some poet, and I'd never 
heard anyone talk like that before. He said 
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I was beautiful and used expressions like 
‘Your hair is lovely as black moonlight.’ 
Stuff like that intrigued me, and I enjoyed 


sitting there and not being clawed or 
mauled, just listening to his high-class 


sweet talk.” 

But Rocky turned out to be addicted to 
dope. “I learned after that all junkers talk 
in terms of beauty and unreality when 
they've been smoking. By the time I dis- 
covered he was a knight on a white horse 
only when high but a sniveling treacherous 
human wreck the rest of the time, I was 
hooked. a girl well sunk,” she declares. 

This was perhaps the most violent of her 


long string of affairs. She and Rocky 
fought, parted, then made up time and 
again. His threats and his cheating made 


life unbearable for her. One night he hit 
her and put her out of his room at knife- 
point. She tagged meekly alongside Rocky 
until they passed some cops on the street. 

“Aiming carefully, I hit Rocky with all 
my might—on the jaw. I threw him one of 
those terrific short jabs my Pittsburgh light- 
weight had shown Rocky’s jaw fell 
down like a gate and stayed down.” 

Ethel Waters met heavyweight champion 
Jack Johnson when he headlined a show in 
which she was appearing at a theatre in 
Philadelphia. After she turned down John- 
son’s haughty invitation to dine with him, 
the big- boxer eventually got over the shock 
and the two became good friends. 

“I could like a woman like you, Ethel, 
Johnson often said, and she would laugh 
it off and accuse him of having “white 
fever.” 

She says Johnson told her, “I like colored 
women. I could love a colored woman. But 
they never give me anything. Colored wom- 
en just won’t play up to a man the way 
white girls do. Look at you. What do you 
tell me? You fluff me off. No matter how 
colored women feel toward a man, they 
don’t spoil him and pamper him and build 
up his ego. They don’t try to make him feel 
like he’s somebody.” 

“I guess we Negro girls could take les- 
sons from white women and light-colored 
women. We might learn a lot about flatter- 
ing the vanity of our men, catering and 
playing up to them. I have noticed this 
same difference with women of the under- 
world. 

“Pimps very seldom had troubles with 
the white girls in their stables. The white 
girls always did as they were told. They 
obeyed. It was the brown-skin prostitutes 
who made all the hell, were the rebellious 
and independent ones and showed they had 
minds and wills of their own. 

“But if Jack Johnson was right about 
some of the things he said about Negro 
women, as a matter of experience, I have 
some unflattering things to say about most 
of the Negro men I have known romanti- 
cally,” 


me. 


TIS BAD enough when love flies out the 
window and a husband or lover does a 
Woman wrong, but worse yet is when some- 
one you’ve befriended sours the milk of hu- 
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man kindness with ingratitude and outright 
thievery. It cost Ethel Waters some $45,- 
000 to learn this disagreeable fact of life. 

Romance was not involved when the in- 
fluential star picked up a young dancer 
named Archie Savage and landed a dance 
director’s job for him in a Hollywood 
studio. The relationship between Miss 
Waters and her protege was such that she 
regarded him as her own son; in fact, she 
called him “Sonny,” and he called her 
“Mom.” When she went on tour with the 
show Laugh Time she let him live in her 
home there on the West Coast. 

When she returned, she was poorer by 
$10,150 cash and $35,000 in jewels. At first, 
she refused to believe the obvious; but 
there was only one solution to the not-so- 
mysterious robbery. Reluctantly, Miss Wa- 
ters asked her young friend to come and 
see her. 

Savage faced her brazenly. “Yes, Waters, 
I took your money and your jewelry,” he 
declared. “And there’s not one thing you 
can do about it. If you dare to have me 
arrested Ill sue you for false arrest. And 
I'll win my case. You have nothing on me. 
It’s just your word against mine.” 

Later, adding insult to injury, he agreed 
to return her money and jewelry—in ex- 
change for her car and the deed to her 
house! 

The arrogant proposal of a “deal” 
brought swift action from Miss Waters. She 
went to the police. Savage was tried, con- 
victed and sentenced to a year and a day in 
San Quentin. For two years he fought the 
verdict, but eventually had to serve his 
time. 

Miss Waters’ life story encompasses so 
much that is tragic—as well as human and 
humorous—that many people are shocked 
by her frank discussion of her experiences. 
“T don’t put any yeast in anything.” she 
once told an interviewer. “That way, I don’t 
have to remember any lies. | can’t anyway.” 

It cannot be denied that it was the spe- 
cial “Waters touch” that made Dinah, 
Stormy Weather and other songs she intro- 
duced the big hits they became. She her- 
self says: “I sang them out of the depths of 
the private fire in which I was brought up. 
Only those who are being burned know 
what fire is like.” 

Neither can it be denied that somehow 
Ethel Waters finally emerged from her tri- 
als and tribulations untouched by the ugli- 


ness around her. Perhaps this was because 
of her abiding faith in the human race— 
which often was misused—and in God. The 
title of her best-selling autobiography, His 
Eye Is On the Sparrow, is taken from a 
familiar church hymn. 

Throughout her life, she says, “I asked 
the Good Lord for so much, I bet I kept 
Him scuffling all the time.” Twice she 
turned down the role of Bernice in what 
was to become the Broadway hit. Member 
of the Wedding. 

“I was looking for God in the book. | 
couldn’t find him,” she explained, after 
reading Carson McCuller’s novel from 
which the play was adapted. 

“T don’t drink, I don’t smoke and I’m not 
promiscuous,” she said. “I’m no saint, 
though. Just the same, Bernice was a bit 
rugged. She needed a little house-clean- 
ing.” 

Only after Harold Clurman changed the 
emphasis by his sensitive direction did she 
finally accept the role, which in its stage 
and movie versions has brought her to the 
peak of a long and noteworthy career. 

“All I ever got was from my knees in 
prayer,” Miss Waters told a New York 
stage critic recently. “It works for me. | 
have to go all the way. Everything bad that 
has happened to me would not have hap- 
pened if I had used the mind He gave me.” 

The why of Ethel Waters’ tragic love life 
is not easily answered. If there has been 
any pattern, any thread of similarity run- 
ning through her myriad romances, it 
would seem to be that, in one way or an- 
other, her men had tried to take advantage 
of her. Any woman resents this, and espe- 
cially one with plenty of ambition and ag- 
gressiveness in her makeup. 

The basic factor in her tragedy is per- 
haps furnished by Miss Waters herself 
when she says: “I’ve always been a woman 
with normal physical appetites. But I’m 
also cold-natured. I never could learn to 
fuss over any man, sweet-talk him and say 
‘I love you!’ and all the rest of that stuff. 
I want affection and tenderness desperately, 
but there’s something in me that prevents 
me from handing it out. 

“When you’ve been clubbed over the 
heart enough times, you keep an eye out for 
the baseball bat. Every man seems to tote ~ 
one with him, even though he might not let 
you see it for a while.” 


THE END 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 12) 


Laughter is a wholesome, healthy thing. 
Many people would give thousands of dol- 
lars to be able to laugh heartily and to en- 
joy life. But they wouldn’t give a plugged 
nickel for the noisesome spectacle some 
people present when their timing is bad, 
and their location is wrong. 

Shrill cackles and loud guffaws in pub- 
lic, bending over and holding sides to ex- 
press jubilance, and all the other “monkey 
shines” you youngsters exhibit (and plenty 


of old folks too), sometimes make us wish 
the race was less blessed with the gift of 
happiness. 

Control of your voice and emotions is 
just as important as control of your hair 
and body. Don’t let yourself go too much, 
or too far. Modulate your tones, train your 
reactions, keep your hands out of the act. 

Nothing sets the race back farther than 
its bad behavior and its public demonstra 
tions of bad taste. It is your world to live 
in and be gay—or to live outside of and be 
sad. If you would have it laugh with you, 
and not at you, guit clowning. 
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